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The Trapedy ^Othello theiZMoorc 

° '0/ Venice. 









Enter lago and Roderfooi^ __ 

Red, Vffij Neucr tell me , I take it mudTwflandly 

<^j j^That thou who haft had my purfe, 

As ifthe firings were thine , fiiould’ii know of this, 
fa*. But you’le not he3re me. 

If euer I did dreamc of fuch a matter , abhorre me. 

Rod. Thou toldft me, thou didft hold him in thy hate, 
lag. Dcfpife me if I doe not: three greacones of the Citty 
In perfonall fuite to make me his Lieutenant, 

Oft capt tohim.andby the faith of man, 

I know my price, I am worth no worfe a place* 

But he, as louing his owne pride and purpofes, 

Euades them, with a bumbafi circum fiance, 

Horribly ftuft with Epithites of warre : 

Non-fuits my Mediators ; for certes, ( fayes he ) 

I haue already chofe my Officer, and what was he ? 

Eorfooth,a great Arithmetitian , 

One Michael Cafsio, a Florentine, 

A fellow almoft dambd in a faire wife. 

That ncuer fet a fquadron in the field. 

Nor the diuifion of a Battell knowes, 

More then a Spii.fter,vnle(Te the bookilh Theorique, 

Wherin the tongued Confuls can propofe 
As mafteriy as he : meere prattle without prafiife. 

Is all his Souldier- {hip : but he fir had the ele&ion. 

And I, of whom his eyes bad feene the proofe, 

At Rhodes, at Ctpres^nd on other grounds, 

Chriftn’d and Heathen, muft be be-leed and calm’d, 

By Debitor and Creditor,this Counter-Cafter ; 
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Tfe Tragedy of Othello 

H e (iir good time) muft his Leiutenant be, 

And I Sir (blefle the marke) his Moore (hips Ancient. 

Rod. By heauen I rather would haue bin his hangman. 
lag. But ther's no remedy, 

Tis the curie of feruice. 

Preferment goes by letter and affeftion. 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fecond 
Stood heire to the fir ft s 
Now fir be iudge your fclfe. 

Whether I, in any iuft tearme am affin’d 
to louethe Moore? 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 
l<kg. O fir, c >ntent you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne vpon him. 

We cannot all be ma fters, nor all mailers 
Cannot be trtiely followed, you {hall marke 
Manya dutiousand knee-crooking knaue, 

That (doting on hisowne obfequious bondage ) 

Weares out his time much like his mailers AiTe, 

For nought bHt prouender, and when hee’s old caihierdy 
Whip mee fuch honeft knaues : 

Others there are, 

Who crim’d in formes.anJ vifftges of duty, 

Kerpe yet their hearts, attending on themfclues, 

And throwing but (bewes of feruice on their Lords ; 

Doe well rhriue by ’em. 

And when they haue lin’d their coates, 

Doe themfclues homage, 

Thofe felloxes haue fome foule, 

And fuch a one doe I profeiTe my fclfe, — for fir. 

It is as fure asyou are Rodcrigo, 

Were 1 the Moore, I would not be lago; 

In following him, I follow but my felfe. 

Heauen is my iudge, nor I, 

For loue and duty, but feeming fo, for my peculiar end % 
For when my outward aft ion doth demonltratc 
The natiue aft, and figure of my heart. 

In. complement externe, tis not long after. 
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the Moore of Venice. 

But I will weare my heart vpon my fleeue. 

For Dawes to pecke at, 

I am not what 1 am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thicklips owe. 

If he can carry’t thus ? 
lag. Call vp her father, 

Rowle him, make after him, poy fon his delight. 

Pi oc’aitne him in the ftreer, incenfe her Kinfmen, 

And tho he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flyes : tho that his ioy be ioy. 

Yet throw fuch changes of vexation out. 

As it may loofc fome colour. 

Rod . Here is her fathers houfe, Tie call aloud. 
fag. Doe with like timerous accent, and dire yell, 

As when by night and negligence, the fire 
Is fpied in populous Cities. 

Rod. What ho, Brabantio, Seignior Brabantio^ ho, 
lag. Awake, what ho, Brabantio, 

Theeues, theeucs, theeues : 

Looke to your houfe, your Daughter, andy our ba gs, . 
Theeues, theeues. 

Brabantio at a Window. 

Bra. What is the res fon ofthisteriible fummons ? 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 
lag. Areyourdoereslockr? 

Bra. Why wherefore aske you this ? 
fag Sir you are robd, for fharne put on your gowne, 
Your heart is bur ft, you haue loft halfe your foule j 
Euen now, very now, an old blacke Ram - 
Is tupping your white Ewe ; arife,arife. 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the bell, 

Or eife the Diuell will make a Grandfire of you, arife I fay. 
Bra. What, haue you loft your wits ? 

Rod, Moll reuerend Seignior, doe you know my voice l 
Bra. Nor (, what are you? 

Rod, My name is Rodtrigo. 

A a > 
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4. The Tragedy of Othello 

2 ?**. The worfe welcome, 

I hane charg’d thee not to haunt about my dotes. 

In honeft plainenefle, thou haft heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in raadnes. 

Being full of Cupper, and diftempering draughts, 

V pon malicious br aucry , doft thou corac 
To ftart my quiet ? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir. 

'Bra. But thou maft needs be fure 

My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience good fir . 

Bra . W hat, tell'ft thou me of robbing ? this is Vemce, 

My houfe isnot a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Brabantto, . 

In [7sr d y raStiSr°“h«will 4»M if* 

DcuM bid you! Becufe we come to doe yoofermce yoothmke 
wee are Ruffians youle haue your daughter couered with a Bar ry 
horfe ; youle haue your Nephewes neigh to youtfoule haue Cour ers 
for Coufens , and Gennets for Germans. 

'Bra. What prophanc wretch art thou . , , 

lag. lam one fir, that come to tel you, your daughter, 

Moore , are now making the Beaft with two backs. , 

Bra. Thou art a villaine . 

Bra ^Thisthoiflhalt anfwerc, 1 know thee Rodorigo. 

Rod. Sir,I will anfwere any thing ; But I befeech you, 
if’t be your pleafure, and moft wife copwji. 

(As partly I find it is) chat your faire daughter 
At this odeuen, and dull watch oth nigh , 

Tranfported withno worfe nor better guard 
Bur withaknaue of common hire, 

To the erotic clafpes of a lafctuious Moor . 

If this be knowne to you and youraUowance, ^ 

Wee then haue done you boid and tawey w. ot gs . 

But if you know not this, my manners tell me 
Wee haue your vvrongrebuke : Do not beleeue 



andthff” 



the Moore of V enice* 

That from the feufe of a! ciuilitie, 

I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence, 

Your daughter (ifyou haue not giuen her leaue, 

I fay againe) hath made agroife reuolt. 

Tying her duty, beautie, wit and fortunes, 

In anexcrauagant and wheeling Stranger, 

Of here, and euery where : Straight fatisfie your felfe ; 

If lhe be in her chamber, or your houfe, 
let loofe on me the Iuftice of the ftate. 

For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder. Ho : 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people « 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame, 

Beleefe of it opprdfes me already .• 

Light I fay, light. 

lag. Farcvcell, for I mad leaue you. 

It feemes not meet, nor whokfome to my place. 

To be produc’d (as if I ftay I (hall,) 

Againlt the Moore, for I doe know the ftate, 

(How tuer this may gaule him with fome checke) 

Cannot withfafety caft him, for bee’s imbark’d. 

With fuchloud reafon, to the Cipres warres, 

(Which cuen now (lands in a £t) that for theirfoules. 
Another of his fathome, they haue none 
To lead their bufinefle, in which regard; 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for neceffity of prefent life, 

I mud (hew out a flag, and figne of loue. 

Which is indeedbut figne, that you {hall furely find hint 
Lead to the Sagittary the raifed fearch, 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Exit. 

Enter Brabantio ?n his nightgowns, and fir mm* 
with Torches. 

Bra. It is too true an euill, gone lhe ’ 

And what s to come of my defpifed time. 

Is nought but bitternelfe n aw Roderigo s 
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The Tragedy of Othello 



Where didft thou fee her ? O vnhappy girle ! 

With the Moore faift thou? who would be a father ? 

Hotv didft thou know twas flie ? (O flic deceiues me 
Pa ft thought,) what faid lhe to you ? get more tapers, 
Raife all my kindred, are they married thinke you ? 

Rod, Truely I thinke they arc. 

B ra. O heauen,how got (he out ? O treafon of the bloodj 
Fathers from hence, truft nor your daughters mindes. 

By what you fee them a & : is there not charmes. 

By which the property of youth and manhood 
May be abas’d ? haue you not read Roderigo l 
Offomefuc’n thing. 

Rod. Y es fir, I haue indeed- 
Bra. Call vp my Brother s O would you had had her. 
Some one way , feme another ; doe you kno w 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 

Red . I thinke I can difeouer him, if you plcafe 
To get good guard, and goe along with mee. 

Bra. Pray you lead on, at euery h©ufe lie call, 

I may command at moft : get weapons ho. 

And raife fome fpcciall O fficers of might : 

On good Raderigo, lie deferue your paynes. Exeunt . 

Enter Ochdlo, Iago, and attendants with T arches, 
lag, Tho in the trade of warre, I haue flaine men. 

Yet doe I hold it very ftuffe o'th confcience. 

To doe no contriu’d murther ; I lacke iniquity 
Sometimes to doe meferuice : nine or ten times, 

I had thought to haue jerk'd him here. 

Voder the ribbes, 

Oth. Tis better as it is, 
lag. Nay, but he prated, 

Andfpokcfuchfcuruyandprouokingtearmes 

Againft your Honor, that with die tittle godUneffe I haue, 
I did full hard forbeare him.: but 1 pray fir, 

Are you fall married ? For be fare of this, 

That the Magnifico is much beloued. 

And hath in his e (fed, a voyce potentially 
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As double as the Dukes, he will diuorce you. 

Or put vpon you wbat reftraine, and greeuance. 

The law (with all his might, to inferceitttt,) 

Week giue himcable. 

Oth. Let him doehrafpfiteir ‘ 

My feruices which I haiie doriethc Seigniorie, 

Shall out-tongue his complaints, tis yet to know* 8 } - 1 
Which when I know that boafting is an honour, 

J flhall promulgate, I fetch my life and being. 

From menofroyall height, and my demerrits. 

May fpeake vnbonneted as prouda fortune 
As this that I haue reach’d ; for know l age. 

But that I loue the gentle Defden/oua, 

I would not, my vnhoufed free condition. 

Put into cicuumfcription and confine 

For the feas worth. Enter Caflio With lights, Officers, 

But lookc what lights come yonder? and torches. 

lag. Thefc are the raifed Father and his friends. 

You were beftgoin. 

Oth. Not I, I muft be found. 

My parts, my Title, and my perfect foule, 

Shall manifell my right by; is it they? 

lag. By I anus I thinke no. 

Oth. The feruants of the Duke, and my Leiutenant ? 

The goodneffe of the night vpon you (friends.) 

What is the newes ? 

Oaf. The Duke does greet you (Generali,) 

And he requires your haft, poft-haft appearance, 
Euenontheinftant. 



Oth. What’s the matter thinke you? 

Caf Something from Cipres, as I may diuine. 

It is a bufineffe of fome heate, the Galley es 
aue lent a dozen fequent meffengers 
Jhis very night one at another® heelc-s : 

And many of the Confuls rais’d, and met. 

When Z ti DukCS akea<,y J jrou hane bin botly caldfor 
When being not atyour lodging tobe found -o ™ > 

The Senate Cent aboue three feuetall JT' 
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B The ft Q xV 

Tofearchyououti ,. - : ! iw -.1 ,ao>. ;v’ s ' 1 

O/fc. Tis well I am found by y^uis. hvpafiw ip” toqv su-j-q 
I will but fpcnd a word Ijcre ^ ( 

Caf Auncient, whar makes be here ? ydjto cnlri ■. ni% i s'; ? 

la Faith he to night, hath boordeda4aud-C^artja$a :..l A .0 
If it prooue lawfull prize, hee’smadc fqiftfiueiv j ? r b: v v ayd* 

£*[ I doe notvoderftaud. ■ - 

Ja Hecs married-. < 

Caf, To whom. : i ':sr ; ^ 

Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and other* with lights 
and Weapons. 

la. Marry to— Come Captain?*. will you goe ? 

Oth. Ha’with you. 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feck? for you. 
la. It is Brabant^ Generali be aduilpe. 

He comes to bad intent. 

Oth, Ho’ta,ftand there, . .-A 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Bra. Downe with him thiefe. 

la?. You Roderigo, conp fir, l am for yop. 

Oth. Keep- vp your bright fwcjrds^for the dew sojul ruft cos* 

Good Seignior you fl>all more commandiVyith yeates. ; 

1 ttS3SSk wbcr.^ttowrf.waNte* 

Dambd as thou art, thou haft inchantedhcr, « • v . - 

For lie referre me to all things offenfe, 

(If (he in chaines of magick were not bound) , 

Whether a maidefo tender, faire, and happy* 

So oppofite to marriage, that (he ftwnd,;- ... ' • ; * - 

The wealthy curled dirlings of pur Nation) lv ■ 

Would euer haue (to incurre a general mocke) 

Rbodc from her gdtdage to the footy bofome 
Of fuch a thing as thou ? ro flare, not to delight s 

Judge me the world, if t’is no . grofle in fenfe^ 

That thou haft pra&ifd on her with foulc ebarmes, 

Abufd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals. 

That weakensmotion jllehaue'c deputed ou s . ■ ^ 
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Tis portable and palpable tothinking ; - 
I therefore apprehend and doe attach tnce. 

For an abufer of the world, a pra&ifer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant i 
Lay hold vpon him, if he doe reiift, 

Subdue him at his perill. 

Oth* Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining, and the reft : 

Were it my cue to fight, l fhould haue known it. 
Without a prompter, where will you that I goe. 

To anfwere this your charge ? 

Bra. To prifon, till fit time 
Of Law, andcourfe of direft Seflton 
Call thee to anfwer, 

Oth. What if I doe obey. 

How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 

Whofe Meffengers are heere about my fide, 

Vpon feme prefent bufineffe of the State, 

To beare me to him. 

Officer. Tis true tnoft worthy Seignior, 

TheDuke’s in Councell, and your noble felfe, 

I amfureisfentfor. 

‘ Bra . How ? the Duke in Councell ? 

In this time of the night /bring him away ; 

Mine's not an idle caufe: the Duke hinafelfe, 

Or any of my Brothers ©f the Stare, 

Cannot but fcelc this wrong, as twere their owne. 

For iffucha&ions, may haue paifage free, 
Bondflaucs,and Pagans fhal our Stacefmen be. Exeunt 

Enter Duke and Senators, fit at a Table, with lights 
and Attendants. 

Duks. There is no compofitioa in thefe newes. 

That giucs them credit. 

1 Sena. Indeed they aredifproportioncd' 

My letters fay, a hundred andfeuen Gallies, * 

T>a. and mine an hundred and forty. 

2 Sen, And mine two hundred .* 

B a 
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10 The Tragedy, of Othello * i 

But though they iumpe not on aiufTaccount, 

(As in thefe cafes, where they a jlme fepofrts, 

Tis ©ft with difference,; yet doe they all.confir.me 
A T urkjfl) fleet, and bearing vp to Ciprts. 

Du. Nay, it is poflible enough tOviudgeraeat .* :mq 
I doe not fo fecure me to the error. 

But the mayne Article I doe approue .i 

In fearefull fenfe » Enter at^ieffengen- 

One within. What ho, what ho, what ho ? 

Officer. A tneffenger from the Galleys, 

Du Now, the bufineffe ? 

Sailor, The Turkijh preparation makes for Rohdes, 

So was I bid report here to the State, by Signior Angelo, 
Du. How fay you by this change ? 

Sena. This cannot be by no affay of reafotv — 

Tis a Pageant, 

To keepe vs infalfegaze ? when we confider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Tur ke : 

And let our felues againe, but vnderftand. 

That as it more concernestlle Turke then Rhodes, 

So may he with mo e facile queftionbeare ir. 

For that it ftands not in fuch warlike brace. 

Who altogether lacks rh’abilities 

That Rhodes is dreft in : if we make thought of this. 

We mull not thinke the^T u-rk * is fo vnskilfuli, 

To leaue that lareft which oncerHeS him firft j 
Neglefling an attempt of eafearid ga-ine, ' 

To wake and wage a danger profitlefle. 

Du. N ay, in all confidence hee’s not for Rhodes. 
Officer. Here is, more newes. S nter a a Meffenger - 

Mef. TheOmneiie?, reucrehd'and gracious. 

Steering with due courfe^oward'the ldle-ol Rhodes , 

Haue there inioyntedthemwithatv afferfleecc, v 
I Seiia. I, fo I thought, how many, as you guefle. 
tJMef. Of 50. faile, and now they doe refterne 
Their backward coarfe, bearing with franke appearance 
Their purpofes towarcs Cyprus : Seignior tJM-ontane, 
Your trufty and moll valiant fenlieor, 
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the Moore of Venice. 

With his free duty recommends you thus. 

And prayes you to belceue him. 

<Du. Tis certaine then for Cyprus, 
eJMarcus Luccicos is not he in towne ? 

I Sena. Hee’s now in Florence. 

Du. Write from vs to him port, port haft difpatch. 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Roderigo, Iago, Cafllo, 
Defdemona,4»d Officers. 

i Sena. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant Moore. 
D«. Valiant Othello , we mull ftraite imploy you, 
Againft the generall enemy Ottoman ; 

I did not fee you, welcome gentle Seignior, 

We lackt your counfell, and your helpe to night. 

Bra. Sodid I yours, good your Grace pardon me. 
Neither my place, nor ought I heard of bufineffe 
Hath rais’d me from my bed, not doth the generall care 
Take hold of me, for my particular gritfe. 

Is offo floodgate and orebearing nature, 

That it engluts and f wallows other forrowes. 

And it isftill itfelfe. 

Du. Why, whats the matter ? 

"Bra. My daughter, O my daughter. 

/id. Dead? 

Bra. I to me : 

She is abus’d, ftolne from me and corrupted, 

By fpels and medicines, bought of Mountebanekes, 

For nature fo prepofteroufly toerre, 

(Being not deficient, blind or lame of fenfe,) 

Sans witchcraft could not. 

Du. Who ere he be, that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguild your daughter of her fclfe. 

And you of her, the bloody booke of Law, 

You (hall your felfe, read in the bitter letter. 

After itsowne fenfe, yeatho our proper (bnne 
Stood in your aftion. 

Era, Humbly I thanke your Grace 5 
5% 



VETO 



K 



H 



■ 

iz The Tragedy of Othello 

Here is the man, this Moore, whom now it feemes 
Your fpeciall mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 
jill. We are very forry for’t. 

Du. What in your owne part can you fay to this ? 
"Bra. Nothing, but this is fo« 

Oth. Moft potent, graue, and reaerend Seigniors, 
My very noble and approou’d good Mafters : 

That I haue tanc away this old mans daughter. 

It is moft true : true, I haue married her. 

The very head and front of my offending, 

Hath this extent, no more. Rude I am in my (peach, 
And little bleft with the fee phrafe of peace. 

For fioce tbefe arrocs of mine had feuen yeares pith, 

Till now fome nine Moones wafted, they haue vs’d 
Their deareft. a&ion in the tented field ; 

And little of this great world C3n I fpeake, 

Mare then pertames to fcates ofbroyles,and battaile. 
And therefore little (hall I grace my caufe. 

In fpeaking lor my felfe ; yet by your gratious patience, 
I would a round vnrauiih’d talc deiiuer. 

Of my whole courfe of loue, what drugs, what charmes, 
What coniuration, and what mighty Magicke, 

(For fuch proceedings am I charg’d withall :) 

I wontie his Daughter. 

Bra. A maiden neuer bold, 

Offpirit fo ftill and quiet, that her motion 
dB'uflit at her felfe : ancHhe in fpighc of nature. 

Of yeares, ef Countrey, credit, euery thing. 

To fall in loue with what (he fear’d to looke on ? 

It is a iudgeroent miimd, and moft imperfed. 

That will concede, perfe&ionfo would erre 
Againft all rules of Nature, andmuft-bedriuen 
To findout pradifes of cunning hell, 

\\ hy this (houldbe,r therefore vouch againe. 

That with fome mixtures powerfull ore the blood, 

Or with fome dra m coniurd to this t fifed, 

He wrought wpon her. 
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the Moore of Venice, 

Du- To vouch this is no proofe. 

Without more certaine and more ouert teft, 

Thefe arc thin habits, and poore likelihoods, 

Of moderne feemings, you preferre againft him, 

i Strut,. But Othello fpeake, 

Did you by indireft and forced courfes. 

Subdue and poifon this young maides affe&ions? 

Or came it by requeft, and fuch faire queftion^ 

As foule to foule affordeth ? 

Oth. I doe befeechyoa. 

Send for the Lady to the Sagictary, 

And let her fpeake of me before her Father ; 

Ifyou doe finde me foule in her report, 

The truft, the Office, I doe hold of you. 

Not onely takeaway, bat let your fentence 
Euen fall vpon my life. 

‘Du. Fetch Defdemotia hither. Exeunt tVto or three, 

Oth. Ancient condud them, you beft know the place % 

And till (he come, as truely as tobeauen 
I doe eonfeffe the vices of my bloud. 

So iuftly to your graue eares lie prefent. 

How I did thriue in this faire La dyes loue. 

And (he in mine. 

Dtt. Say it Othello. 

Oth. Her father loued me, oft inuited me,. 

Still questioned me the ftory of my life. 

From yeare to y eare,the battailcs,feiges, fortunes 
That I haue paft : 

I ran it through, euen from my boyifh dayes, 

Toth’ very moment that he bade me tell it : 

Wherein I fpake of moft difaftrous chances, 

Ofmoouing accidents, by flood and field j 
Of haire-breadth fcapea ith imminent deadly breach j 
Of being taken by the iofolent foe. 

And fold to flaucry ; of my redemption thence. 

And portance in my trauells biftorie ; 

Wherein of Antars vaft, and Dcfarts idle. 

Rough quaeres, roekts aqd Wls, whole heads touch heauen,' 
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14. The Tragedy of Othello 

1 c was my hint to fpeake, fuch was my proceffe : 

And of the Cannibals, that each other eate ; 

The tsfnthropophdgie, and men whofe heads 
Doe grow beneath their fhoulders : thefe to heare. 
Would Defdemom ferioufly incline ; 

But ftill the houfe affaires would draw her thence. 
Which euer as (he could with haft dilpatch, 

Shee’d come againe, and with a greedy eare 
Deuoure up my difeourfe j which I obferuing, 

Tooke once a plyanc hourc, and found good meanes 
Todraw from her a prayer of earned heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcells (lie had fomething heard. 

But not intentiuely, I did confent, 

And ofeen did beguile her of her teares. 

When I did fpeake of fome diftresfull ftroake 
That my youth fuffered : my ftory being done 5 
She gaue me for my paincs a world of figbes ; 

She fwore Ifaith twas ftrange, twas pafsing ftrange j 
Twas pittifull, twas wonderous p tlifull ; 

She wilfit (he had not heard it, yet (he wifht 

That heruen had made her fuch a man : (he thanked me, 

And bad me if 1 had a friend chat loued her, 

I (hould but teach him how to tell my ftory. 

And char would woe her. V pon this he ate 1 fpake s 
She lou’d me for the dangers I had paft. 

And I lou’d her that (he did piety them. 

Tnisonely is the witchcraft I haue vs’d : 

He re comes the Lady, 

Let herwitneffeit. 

Enter Defdcraona, Tago, and the reft. 

Du. I thinke this tale would w;n my daughter to {- 
Good r £r*fantio,tsike vp this mangled matter at thebeft 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Then their bare hands* 

'Bra. I pray you heare her fpeake* 

Iflhe confeffc that (he was halte the wooer, 
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the <£\/£oore of Venice* 

Deftruftion light on me, if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hithergentle miftrefle* 

Doe you perceiue in all this noble company, 

Where moft you owe obedience ? 

Def. My noble father, 

I doe perceiue here a deuided duty : 

To you I am bound for life and education $ 

My life and education both doe learne me 
How to refped you, you are the Lord of duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter,Buthecrc’s my husband $ 
And fo much duty as my mother (hewed 
To you, preferring you before her father. 

So much I challenge, that I may profefle. 

Due to the Moore my Lord. 

Bra. Godbu’y, I ha done : 

Pleafe it your Grace,on to the State affaires , 

I had rather to adopt a child then get it j 
Come hither Moore: 

I here doe giue thee that, withall my heart. 

Which but thou haft already, with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee : for your fake (IcwelL) 

I am glad at foule, I haue no other childe 
For thy efcape would reach me tyranny, * 

To hang clogs on cm, I haue done my Lord. 

w Let m (p eake like your felfe,and lay a fcntence 

T 1 1,ch 3sa i greefc or ftep may helpe thefe louers 
Into your fauour. 

When remedies are paft, the griefcs are ended 
By feeing the word, which late on hopes depended 
To mourne a m.fcheife that is paft and gone! * 

Is the next way to draw more mifduefe on : 

What cannot be prcferird when fortune takes 

Pati.nce he r iniury a mockery makes. 

1 he rob’d that (miles, fteales fomethine from the thiefe 

ifj ' ‘V'S a •>'<«*& grkfc. ’ 

We | of- j* T ot c Mf * vs beguile, 

e i°L it not to long as we can (mile : 

UlCts the fcntence well that nothing beares, 

C* 



But 
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1 6 *Tht ^Tragedy of Othello 

But cfie free comfort, which from thence he hearts s 
But he be ares both the fetitence and the forrow. 

That ro pay griefe, muft of ppore patience borrow., ; 

Thcfe feucences to lugar, or td gall, \ • 0 

Bring ftrong on both fi les,are equiuocall : 

Rut words are words,I neuer yet did heare, . 

That tlic bruis’d heart W3S pierced through the eare, 

Befcech you now, to the affaires of the ftate. . c 

Du. The Turks with moft mighty preparation makes for Cypwi 

0 the Bo, the fortitude of the place, is beft knowne to you,and tho we 
haue there a Subflitute of rfioft allowed fiifficiency 5 yct opinion, a fo* 
uet aiene miftrefleof cfF.ds,thtowcs a more fafer voyce on you; yon 
mu ft therefore be content to (lubber the gloffe or j out new fortune^ 
with this more ftubborne and boiftereus expedition. 

Orb. The tyrant cuftome,moft graue Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and fteele Cooch of warre, 

M; thrice-driuen bed of downs : I doe agnize 
A naturall and prompt alacrity, 

1 find in hardneffe,and doe vndertahe 

This preflnt warre, againflthe Ottomites , 

Mull humbly there£ore,bending toyour State, 

I craue fit difpoficion for my wife. 

Due reference of place and Exhibit ion, 

With fuch accomodation and befort. 

As leuels with her breeding. 

JDu. ifyOu pleafe, bee’tachc}: fatnersi. 

'Bra. lie not hauc it fo, 

Otb. Nor I. 

Def. Nor 1,1 would not there refide 9 

To put my father In impatient droughts, .. 

By being in his eye s moft gracious. Duke, 

To my vnfoldinglend a gracious eare. 

And lec me find a charter in y our voy ce, 

T’afsift my fimpleneffe — 

Dh. W list would you Dtfdemona ? 

St/. That 1 did lone the Moore to liue with him^ 

M y downe right uiolencc,and (forme of Fortunes, 

May trumpet to the world s my hearts fubdued, ^ 
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Buctl to the very qualitie of my Lord : 

1 faw Ot helloes vifage in his minde. 

And to his Honors and his valiant parts 
Did I my fouleand fortunes confecrate. 

So that deare Lords, if 1 be left behindc, 

A Moth. of peace, and he goe ro the warre. 

The rites for which 1 loaehim,are bereft me. 

And I a heauy interim flialliupport. 

By his deare abfence: let me goe with him. 

Oth. Y our vo) ces Lords : befeecn y ou let her will 
Haue a free way : 

Vouch with me heauen, I therefore beg it not 
T o pleafe the palatof my appetite. 

No tocomply with heace, the young affe&s 
In tny defund, and proper fatisfad ion. 

But to be free ar d bounteous to her mind. 

And heauen <kfend your goo 1 fcmlcs that you thinlcc 
I will yoji ferious and good bufiueffe fcanf. 

For flic is with me; — no, when light wingd toyes. 
And feather'd < upid foyles wich wanton Culnefle, 
My fptculatiue and adiue inftrutnents. 

That my difports .corrupt and raint my bufinefle. 

Let nufwiues make a skelkt of my Helme, 

And all indigne and bafeaduerficics. 

Make head againft my reputation. 

Su. Be it, as you (hall priuately determine, 
Eytherforher ftay or going^the affaire cry es haft. 
And fpeed muft anfwcre,you muft hence to night. 

*Sef To night my Lord ? 

Du. This night. Oth. With all my heart* 

Du. Ac nine i’th morning here w ed meet asaine. 
Othello, leaue feme officer behind, 

And he (hall our Commiflion bring to you, 

Withfuch things elfe of quality and refped, 

As doth import you. 

Oth. Pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 

A man he isofhonefty andtruft, * 

To his coniicyancfe I afsigoe cay wife, 

Cz 
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With wharelfc needefull your good Grace (ball thfnke. 

To be fcnt after me* 

*Dh. Let it be fo: . , 

Good night to euery one* andnoble Seignior, 

It’vertue no delighted beauty lacke, 

Your Son in law is farre more faire then blacke. 
i Sena . Adieu braue Moore, vfe Dcfdernoru well. 

Bra . Looke to her Moore,if thou haft tycs to fee, 

She has deceiud’d her father, and may thee. Exeunt, 

Oth. My life vpon her faith. Honeft I ago. 

My Defdemona muft I lcaue to thee, 

X prethee let thy wife attend on her, 

And bring her after in the beft aduantage ; 

Come Defdtmona , I haue but an houre 
Of loue, of worldly matters and direftion, 

Tofpcnd with thee, we muft obey the time. 

Rod, l ago. Exit Moore and Defdcmona. 

lag. What faift thou nobl-: heart ? 

Rod. W hat will I doe thinkft thou ? 
f ig. Why goe to bed and fieepe. 

Red. I will incontinently drownemy felfe. 

lag. Well, if thou dodl, l (hall neuer loue theeafrer at. 

Why thou filly Gentleman. 

Red. It kftllineffe to Hue, when to Hue is a torment, and tnentw 
hiue a prcfcription,to dye when death is our Phv fuian. 

lag. O villanous, I ha look'd vpon the world for foure runes tie- 
uen yearcs, and fince I could diftwguifh bfitwee ne a beutiir, and an 
iniury, l ncucr found a man that knew how to loue himftlte s erei 
wonldVay I would drownc my felfe, for the loue ofa Ginny Hen, I 
woti’d change my humanity with a Baboane. . 

Rod. What (bould I doe ? I confcfl. ic is my flame to be fo Iona, 

but it is not in my vertue to amend ic» 

1 at. Vertue, a fig,tis in ourfe’ues, ..that wee are thus, ortho* 
our bodies are gardens, to the which our wills, are Gardiners, ftw# 
jf w e will Plant Ne ttles,or fow Lett ice, fc t Ifop, and weed v,p Tiufy 
fupply it with one gender of hea- bes s o -dilVad it with 
thcr to haue it fler ill with idknefle, or mapiu \\ w.nhanuUtry, w | 
& ie po wer,aud corrigible authority of tuis, lies in-our wills* ^ 
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bailance of our Hues had not one fcale of reafon, to poife another of 
fenfuality ; the blood and bafenefle of our natures, would conduft 
vs to moft prepofterous conclufions. But wee haue reafon tc coole 
our raging motions, onr carnall fling*, our vnbitted lufts ; whereof 
Ltake this, that you call loue to be a fed, or fycn. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

fag It is meerely a luft of the blood, and a permitfion of the will ? 
Come, be a man ; drowne thy felfe ? drowne Cats and blinde Pup* 
pies : I profeflfe me thy friend, and I confeflfe me knic to thy defer- 
uing, with cables of perdurable tougbnefle ; I could neuer better 
fteede thee then now. Put money in thy purfe ; follow thefe warres, 
defeatethy fauour with an vfurp’d beard ; 1 fay put money in thy 
purfe. It cannot be, that Defdemona fliou'd long continue her loue 
vntothe Moore,— put money in thy purfe, — nor he his to her; it 
was a violent commencement, and thou flialt fee an anfwerable fe- 
queftracion : pur but money in chy paife.— ‘ Thefe Moores are chan- 
geable in their wills .—fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now is as lufhious as Lociifts,fh&ll be to him fhortly as bitter as 
Coloquintida : She muft change for youth ; when fliec is fated with 
his body, ihee will finde the error of her cfeo ce ; fhee muft haae 
change, fhe mull. Therefore put money in thy purfe : If thou wilt 
needs damme thy felfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning; 
make all the money thou ctnfh If fan& imony , and a f, a He vow, be- 
twixt an erring Barbarian, & a fupcr-fubtle Venetian, be not too hard 
for my wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou flialt enioy her ; therefore 
make money,— 2 pox a drownrg, tis cieane out of the wav ; feeke 

wlrhMht! 8 ****** m ttm to I* drowned. 

hf non he f f " >n,v he, P”- I d. pend on the Mbe ? 

lag. Thou art fure of me- goe, make money— I haue told theo 

SSSt r,?’ " “ nli : “ c 

Which will be d P |in -red T 3rt ™ v y £uents ln th = w ombeof Time, 
haue more of this to morrow ' Pr ° U ' dC th) ’ nl0ne y> we WiU 



G 3, 



Modi 



30 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C. 12 .g. 28 ) OctaVO 






L |§ 

1 

i 

Li 



f i m 

i If 



if 



The Tragedy of Othello 

Rod. lie be with thee betimes. 

lag Go to, fire wells — doe you heare R oderigo ? 

Rod. What fay you? 

Jag. Mo more of d.owning,doe you heare ? 

Rod . I am chang’d, i le goe fell all my land. 

Exit Redtrigo. 

Jag. Thus doe I euer make my foole my purfc : 

For l mine owne gain’d knowledge (hould prophane 
If I would time expend with fuen a fnipe. 

But for my fport and profit: I hate the Moore, 

Andie is thought abroad, that twixt my (heetes 
Ha’s done my office ; I know not,if’t be true — * 

Yet I, for meere fufpition in that kind, 

W ill doe, as if for furety : he holds me well, 

The better (hall my purpofe worke on him. 

Cafsio’s a proper man, let me fee now. 

To get this place, and to plume vp my will, 

A double knauery — how,how, — let me fee. 

After fome time, to abufe Othelloe's eare. 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

He has a perfon and a fmooth difpofe, 

To be fu(pe&ed,fram’d to make women falfe : 

The Moote is of a free and open nature. 

That thinkes men honcft.that but feemes to be fo: 

And wjl/ as tenderly be led bitb’ nofe — as Afl'es are : 

I ha’c, it is ingender’d : Hell and night 

Muft bring this monllrous birth to the worlds light. Exit. 

ABm 2. Sc&na i. 

Enter Montanio, Gouernor of Cyprus, Kith 
ttys other Gentlemen. 

M entanio* 

•r T'v jr Hat from the Cape can y ou difeerne at Sea ? 

V V i Gent. Nothing at all, it is a high wrought flood,' 

I cannot twixt the heautn and the may ne 
Dcfcry afaile. Mon ' 
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the Moore of Venice. 

( jMon. Me thinkes the wind does fpeake aloud at land, 
A fuller blaft ner^ fhooke our battlements ; 

If it ha ruffiind fo vpon -he fea, 

What ribbes of Oake, when mountaine melt on mem* 
Can hold the mort ies,— What (hill we heare of this? 

2 Gent. A fegregation of the Turlyjh fleece : 

For doe but Rand vpon the foaming (hore. 

The chiding billowes (eemes to pelt the cloudes. 

The wind (hak’d furge.with high and monftrous mayne, 
Seemes to caft water on the burning Beare, 

And quench the guards of th’euer fired pole, 

I ncuer did like moleftation view. 

On the enchafed flood, 

*JWon, If that the T urkjjh Fleete 
Be not infhe’ter’d.and embayed, they are drown’d. 

It is impofsible to beare it our. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 



3 yjsnr. i^cwes i.aas,your vvarres arc none ; 

1 he defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the T nrke, 

That their defigment halts 5 
A Noble (hippe of Venice, 

Hath feene a gricuous wracke and fufferance 
On moft part of their Fleete. 

JlEon. How, is this true ? 

3 qcn Tlie (hippe is here put in: 

A Veronefla, Michael Cafsie, 

Leiutenant to the warlike Moore Othello, 

Is come a (bore : the Moore himfelfc at Sea, 

And is in full Conrnifsion here for Cjprns, 

■Mff- lam gladon’t,tis a worthy Goucrnour. ’ 

T f , • en ‘ u ^‘ s fifdo , cho hefpeake of comfort, 
louching the Tnrksjh Ioffe, yet he lookes fadly. 

And pray es the Moore be (afc,fo r they were parted. 
With foule and violent Tempi ft. 

Mon. Pray heauen he be : 

?>6ts to the fea fide, ho. 
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As well to fee the veflell thats come in, 

As to throw out our eyes for braue Othello, 

Euen till we make the Maine and th’Ayrc all blue. 

An indiftindl regard. 

3 Gent. Come, let's doe (o, 

Foreuery minute is expe&ancy 
Ofmorearriuance. ' Enter Caflle. 

Caf. Thankes to the valiant of this Ifle, 

That fo approue the Moore, and let the heauens 
Giue him defence againft their Elements, 

For I haue loft him on a dangerous fea. 

oJWon. Is he well (hipt ? 

Caf, His Barke is ftoutly timbcrd,andhisPilote 
Of very expert and approu dallowancc. 

Therefore my hope’s (notfurfetted to death ) 

Stand in bold cure Snter a ^lieffenger. 

Mef A faile, a faile, a faile. 

Caf. What noyfe? 

Mef The Towne is empty, on the brow o’th fea, 
Stands ranckes o! people, and they cry a fay le. 

C af. My hopes doe Ihape him for the gonernement. 

z Gen. They doe difeharge the (hoc of courtefie, 
Our friend at leaft. ji foot. 

C*f f pray yon (ir goe forth 
And giue vs tiutb, who tis that is arriu’d. 

2 Gent, i fhall. Exit. 

Mon. But good Leiucenant* is yourGtn-rall wiu’d? 

Caf. Moft fortunately, he hath archie u’d a maide. 
That parrag ons deferipcion, and wild fame ; 

One tbatexcells the quirkesof blafoning pens ; 

And in the elL ntiall vdturc of creation, 

Doesbearean excellency now, who has put in? 

Enter 2 Gentleman. 

2 Gent. Tis one Aw, Ancient to the Generally 
He has hsd moft fauourable and happy fpeene, 

Tempefts themfelues, high Teas, and houiing winds. 

The guttered rockes, an 1 congregaredfands. 

Traitors enfteep’d, to clog the guiltlefle Keele, 



; 



the TAToore of Venice. 

As hauing fenfc of beauty, do omit 
Their common natures, letting goe fafely by 
The diuine Defdemona. 

Mon. What is Ihe? 

Caf. She that I fpake of, our great Captaincs Captaine 
Left in the conduct of the bold I ago, 

Whofe footing heere anticipates our thoughts 
A fennights fpeede — great lone Othello guard. 

And fwell his faile with thine owne powcrfull breath 
That he may bleffc this Bay with his tall ftiippe, 

And fwifcly come to Defdemona’ s armes. 

Enter Defdemona, Iago, Emilia, and Roderigo 
Giue renewd fire, 

To our extinfted fpirits : 

And bring all Cyprus comfort, — O behold 
The riches of the fhip is come on Ihore. 

Ye men of Cyprus , let her haue your knees : 

Haile to thee Lady • and the grace of heauen 
Before, behinde thec.and on euery hand, * 

En wheele thee round. 

Def, [ thanke y ou valiant fafsio : 

What tidt rgs can you tell me of my Lord ? 

Caf He tsnot yet arriued,nor know! ought 
But that hee»s well, and will be ftiortly heere. * 

■Vej. o but I feare how loft you company? 

Caf The great contention ol^he fta andskles^ 

Parted our fellow (hip : but harke, a faile. 

Thi ! s:irJL7rS. hci ' sr ' etinsto ' h ' ci ”*'i. 

Caf. See for the newes : 

Good Ancient, you are welcome, welcome 
1« t» ot ga|( y„u r patience, good S" MlSrCffe ’ 

D * 
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You’d baue enough. 

Def Alas ! (he has no fpcach. 
lag. Infaithtoo much s 
I find it ft ill , for when l ha leaue to (lee pe, 

Mary, before your Lidifhip I grant, 

She puts her tongue alittle in her heart* 

And chides with chinking. 

Em. You ha little caufe to fay fo. 
lag. Come on.co ne on,you are Pi&urcs out of dores r 
Bells in your Parlors : Wildcats in ypur Kitchins : 

Saints in your iniuries : Diuelis being offended : 

PJaeers in your houfewifery; and houfewiues in your beds. 
Def. O fie vpon thee flanderer.. 
lag. Nay ,ic is true, or clfe I am a 7 * urke. 

You r ife to play, and goe to bed to worke, 

Em. You (hill not write ray praife. . 

Jag. No.letmenot. 

DeJ. VV hat wouldtt thou write of me. 

If thou fliouidfi praife m ? . 

fag. O gentle Lady , doe nor put me to’r, 
for lam nothing, if not criticall. 

Def. Come on.aflay — there’s one gontothe Haibcrl? 
Jag. I Madam- 

<X)c f ] am nor merry, butl doe begpile 
The thing I ara, by fee’m'ing otherwife 
Corac, how wouldlV ihon praife me f 

Jsg. I am about it, but indeed my inuention 
Gomes from my pace,as birdlime does from freeze,. 

It plucks out braine and all : but ray Mufe labors* 

And thus flie is deliperedv:. 

Jf fas be fair c and. Wife ffairenejfe and Wit j 
7 'he one's for vf the other vfeth it. 

Def Well prais’d : how if.flxe be black and witty h 
j a n ]f foe be black*, etnd thereto, haue a nit , 

Shte'l finde a white, t bat fhaU her blacky? ffe fit. 

‘Def W orie and wor f e. 

Em. How if uirc and foolifh ? 

lag. She tuner jet wasfo&l’fo, that was. fatty. 
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for euen her folly helpt her to an Heire. 

Def Thefe arc old parodoxes,to make fooles laugh i’th Alehoafej 
Wh3t miferable praife haft thou for her. 

That’s foule and foolifh ? 

lag. 7* here's none fo fottle, andfeolifh thereunto. 

Bat does fettle prankes , which faireand wife ones doe. 

Def O heauy ignorance, that praifes the worft beft : but what 
praife couldft thou beftow on a deferuing woman indeed ? one, that 
in the authority of her merits, did iuftly put on the vouch of very 
malice itfelfe ? 

lag. She that Was euerfaire , and newer proud, 

Had tongue at Will, and yet was neuer loWd, 

Natter Uckt gold , andyet went neuer gay, 

Fledftym her wifo , and yet /aid, noW I may : 

She that being angred, her reuenge being nigh, 

"Bad her wrong flay, and her difpleafure flye ; 

She that in wtfedome , neuer Was fofraile, 

T 0 change the Codfiteadfor the Salmons taile : 

She that could thinke, and neredifclofe her minde. 

See Suters following, and not looke behinde : 

S he was a Wight, ( if euer fuch Wight Were,) 

Def, To doe what ? 

lag 7 * ofuckle fooles, and chronicle fmall Beere. 

Def. O moft lame and impotent conclufion : 

Doe not learne of him Emillia, cho he be thy husband : 

How fay you Cafsio, is he not a moft prophane and liberal 
Counfellour ? 



More in the Souldier then in the Scholler.” 

1 H f, takes L her b y the palme ; I well fed, whiPper • with as 
i ttle a weboe as this, will I er.fnare as great a Flie as Cafsio I fmi f e 

you io yocr ° wn co " r ' n '’p • £*$£ 

nantry ithtdbl^nb'^* “i!**!* ftn P youout of your Leiotc- 
;i y ’ lthadbc ^ n b tter you had not rift your three fineersfoofr 

KKESS.-'-ait 

1)2 Snter 




2 6 The Tragedy of Othello 

Enter Othello, and Attendants. 

Caf. Tistruelyfo. 

Def. Lets meet him, and receiue hits. 

Caf. Loe, where he comes. 

Oth. O my faire Warriour. 
e D’f. M / d .are O the Ha, 

Oth . legiu s me w .ndcr,great as my content. 

To Ice you here before me : O my foules ioy. 

If after euery tempeltjCome fuch calmenefle* 

M >y the winds bio w ,till they haue wakened death; 
And let the labouring Barke clime hillesof Teas. 
Olympus high,and duck againe as low. 

As hell’s from heauen ; If it were now to dye, 
T’were now to be moft happy ,for I teare 
My foule hath her concent lo abfolutc, 

Th3t not another con for t, like to this 
Succeeds in vnknown Fate. 

Def. The heaueos forbid, 

Buc that our loues and comforts (bould increafe, 
Euen as our dayes doe grow. * 

Oth. Amen to that, fweet Powers : 

I cannot fpeake enough of this content. 

It flops me here, it is too much of ioy •• 

And this, and this,the greateft difeerd be, kjfe. 
That ere our hearts Hull make. 

Jay. O, you are well tun’d now, 

But i le fet do wne the pcgs,that makes this cnufiqu?, 
As honeft as I am. 

Oth. Come, let vs to the Oa file: 

Newes friend^our wars are done,the T arks are dre 
How dels my old acquaintance of this lfle? 

Honny, you (hall be well defir din Cyprus ; 

I haue found great loueamongft them ; O my fweet: 
I prattle out offafbion,and I dote. 

In ir ine owne comforts : I prethce good I ago t 
Goe to the Bay, and lifimbarke my Coffers; 

Bring thou the Matter to the C itadell : 

He is a good one,and his worthinefle. 
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Does chal! nge much refpeel: come Defdemmu, 

Oi cc more well met at Cyprus. Exeunt. 

lag. Doe thou meet ore pn.fi ntlv at the Harbour : come hither. 
If thou beeft valiant, ( rs rht y fay . baf men being in loue, haue then 
a Nobilicy in their natures, more then is natiue to them,) — lift me, 
the Leiucenant to night warchts on the Court of Guard : firft I will 
tell thee this, Defdemona is diredtyin-louc with him. 

Rod. With himPwhytisnotpoflible. 

Jag. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy flmle be inftrnffed; trarke 
me, with what violence fhe firft lou’d the Moore, but for bragging, 
and celling her fantafticali lies; and will (he loue hun ftill for pra- 
ting? let not the difereet heart thinke it. Hereyemoft befed, and 
what delight (hill fhe haue to lookc on the Diuell ? When the blood 
is made dull with the ad of fpoi t, there fhould be a game to inflame 
it, and giue faciety a frefh appetite. Louefincsin fauour,fympathy 
in yeans, manners, and beauties ; all which the Moore is defc&iue 
in : now for want of thife requir'd conueniences, her delicate ren- 
derneffe will find it felfe abus’d, beg inne to heaue the gorge, difreliflj 
and abhorre the Moore, very nature will intfrud hertoir, and com- 
pel! her to fume fecond choyce : N ov fir, this granted, asit istnof): 
pregnant and vnforced pofition, who (lands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cafsio does ? a knaue very voluble, no farder 
confcion .’ble, then in putting on the metre forme of ciuill andhu- 
mane ftemmg, for the better compafsihg of his fait and moft hidden 
oqfeaffl ft ions : A fabric flippery knaue', a finder out of occafions ; 
ra. has an eye, can ftampe and counterfeit aduantages tho true 
for C ln S H ? UCI u P ; e,e r nCita .? e - Bcfides > the knaue is handfome, 
fook 8 e Si ? i ft h ,' )fe rtqmf,ce3 in bim ciiat folly and green mirdes 
him already! ^ ^ ^ COiI}plcac and the woman has found 



I cannot beleeue that in her, face's full of moft bleft con- 



Rod. 
dition. 

ih/jid b[ e e !l M the u ne ^ drinkes is of I grapes : if 

thou not fee her mA? 6 nCt I Cr hauc !ou ’ d the Moore. Didft 
that t P ddk With the P aImc of b is band ? did’ft not markc 

Rod. Yes, but that wa< but courf efi- 

hi- Lechery, by ta.J, an index and obfcnre prologue r 8 

w the 
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28 The 'Tragedy of Othello 

the hi ftory, of lull and foule thoughts : they met fo neere with their 
lips, that their breathes embrac’d together, villanous thoughts, when 
thefe mutualities fo mar (hall the way ; hand at hand comes Rederigt, 
the matter and the tnaine exercife, the incorporate conclufion. But 
iir, be you rul'd by me, I haue brought you from Venice j, watch you 
to night, for command He lay’t vpon you , Cafsio hnowes you 
not. He not be farre from you, doc you finde fome occafion to anger 
Cafsio , e : ther by fpeakiog too loud, or tainting his difeipline, or 
from what other courfe you plcafe ; which the time (lull more fauo- 
rably minitter. 

Rod. Well. 

lag. S ir he is ra(h,and very fuddaine in choler, and haply with his 
Trunchen may drike at you ; prouoke him that he may, for cuenout 
of that, will l caufe thefe of Cyprus to mutiny, whofe qualification 
flial! come into no true talk again’t,but by the difplanting of Cajsio: 
So (hall you haue a Ihorter iourney to your defires, by the meanesl 
flrall then haue to prefer them, Sc the impediment, moll profitably re- 
mou’d,without which there were no expedition of our profperity. 
Rod. I will doe this, if lean bring it to any opportunity. 

Jag. I warrant thee, meet me by and by at the Citcadeil 3 I mutt 
fetch his necefiaries a (bore. — Farewell. 

Rod . Adue. ‘ Exit, 

lag. That Cafsio (ones her,I do well belecue it.j 

That (he loues hint, tis apt and of great credit ; 

The Moore howbe’e, thac 1 indure him nor. 

Is of a conftant. noble, louing nature 3 
And 1 dare thinke,hee’ie prouc to Drfdemom , 

A moft deere husband; now I doe loae her too. 

Not cut of abfolute luft, (thoperaduenuirc, 

3 ftandaccomptantfor as great a fin,) 

Biit partly lead to diet my reuenge, 

For that I doe fufped the luftfull Moore, \ 

Hathleap’J into my &at,rhe thought whereof 
Doth like a poifonous mineral! gnaw my inwardfi; > 

And nothing can,norlhall content my foule. 

Till I am cuco'd with him, wife for wife ; 

Or failing fo, yet that I put the Moore, 

At leaf?, into a iealoufie fo ..ftrong, 
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That judgement can not cure j which thing to doe* 

If this poore trafh of y enice, whom ! trace, 

For his qnicfce hunring.ftand the putting on. 

He haue our oJMickacl Cafsio on the hip, 

Abufe hitrrto the Moore, in the rarike garbe, 

(For I feare Cafsio , with my night cap to) 

Make the Moore rhanke me,louc me, and reward me 8 
For making him egregioufly an Affc, 

And practifing vpon his peace and quiet; 

Euen to madneffej — tis heere,buc yet confus'J ; 

Knaueries plaine face is neuer feene, till vs’dt 

Exit 

Enter Othello^ H'eraald , reading* Proclamation. 

It is OtkeBo’s pleafure, our noble and valiant Generali, that vpon. 
certaine tidings now arrived, importing the mecre perdition of the 
Tttrfyjh Fleece 3 that euery man pat himfelfe into triumph; fome to 
dance, fome make bonefirs ; each man to what fport and Rcuels his 
addition leades him; for befides thefe benr ficialinc wes, it is the ce- 
lebration of his Nuptialis : So much was his pleafure (lioold be pro- 
claimed. All Offices are open, and there is full liberty .from -his pre- 
fent houre of fine, till the bell hath toldef men, Htaacn blcifc the Hie 
oi Cyprus. find our noble Generall Oi^. 

Enter Othello, Cailio, and Defdemons. 

Oth. GooJcJ&W/looheyoucotheeuirdtonjVhe 

Lets teach our fducsthat honourable Hoppe, P ' 

Noctooutfportdifcretion. rr 

Caf. /^fthathdiredion whatto doe : 

«ni?! WI ! h ^ n<ii, ’ s ’ with my perfonall eye 
Willi lookc to it. 

Oth. I ago isrnoft honeft • 

S mel S °°? nigh u ,t0 f ° rrow wich yo^earlidh 
t£ o^S ,fpet ? T tb / 00 » comc 4 tone , 

ioX;tt7 cttowuemmm ' a " d y°“' r , . 

Othe.Io and Dcfdemons. 
“ — Enter 
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Enter Iago. 

Caf. Welcome Iago, we inuft to the watch. 

Not this houre Leimenant, tis not yettenaclock: oarGe. 
nerall caft vs thus early for the loue of his Defdemona, who let vs not 
therefore blame, he hath not yet made wanton the night with her t 
and (he is ( port for loue. 

Caf. SheisamoftexquifiteLady. 

1 dg. And I le warrant her full of game. 

C af Indeed (he is a moft frelh and delicate creature. 
fag What an eye (lie has ? 

Me thinkes it founds a parly of prouocation. 

C af. An inuiting eye, and yet me thinkes right modeft, 
lag. And when (he fpeakes,tis an alarmetoloue, 

Caf She is indeed perfeftion. 

lag. Well, happineffe to their (heetes come Leiutenant, I 

haue a dope of W ine, and heere without are a brace of Cyprus Gal- 
lants, that would faine haue a meafure to the health of the blacke 
Othello. 

Caf Not to night, good Iago ; I haue very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking : I could well wi(h courtdie wouldinuent fome 
other cuftomeof entertainemenr. 

lag. Othey are our friends, — but one cup: Uedrinkeforyou, 
Caf. I hadrunke but one cup to night, and that was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what innouation it makes here : I am vnfor- 
tanate in the infirmity, and dare not taskemy weakenefle with any 
more. 



Jag. What man, tis a night of Reaells,the Gallants defire it, 
Caf. Where are they ? 

Jag. Here at the dore, T pray you call them' in, 

Caf. Iledo’t, but it difltkes me. Exit. 

Jag. If I can fatten btit one cupvpcn him, 

With that which he hath drunke to night already, 

Hee’l be as full of quarrel! and offence, 

As my young mifiris.dog:— Noy mw ficke foole Rodcrigo, 



To Dfaemona, hath to nigbtesroaft 
Potations pottle deepe,and bu ’s ro watch : 
Three Lads of Cyprus, noble fwelling fpirits. 



(fhat 
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the Sviooreof Venice. 

(That hold their honour, in a wary diftancc* 

The very Elements of this warlike Ifle,) 

Haue I to night fluftred with flowing cups. 

And the watch too : now mongft this flock of drunkards, 

I am to put our fafsio in fome aft ion. 

That may offend the Ifle $ Enter Montanio.Gaflio, 

But here they come : and others. ' 

If confequence doe but approoue my dreame. 

My boate failes freely , both with wind and ftreamc. 

Caf Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already. 

M on. Good faith a little one,not paft a pint, 

As I am a Soldier. 
lag. Some wine hoe: 

And let me the Cannikin clinke, clink?, 

And let me the Cannikin clinke , clinke : 

A Souldier's a man, a life's but a fpan , 

W ny then let a Souldier drinkc. — Some wine boyes® 

C af. Fore heauen an excellent fong. 

lag. I learn’d it is England , where indeed they are moft potent in 
potting : your Dane , your Germane, and your fwag- bellied Hollar 
wr, (drinke ho,) are nothing to your Englifh. 

Caf. Is your Englijh man fo exquifite in his drinking ? 
ag. Why he drinkes you with racillity,your Dane dead drunke : 

“ "j* co oaerthrow your Almaine-, he giues your Hollander 
a vomit,ere the next pottle can be fild. 

Caf. To the health of our Generali. 

win *• y° u 

K*ng Stephen teas and a Worthy Peere , 

His breeches coft him but a crofrne 
He held 'em fixper.ee all to deere, * 

Wit at bat he cald tbeT aylor lovene 
He teas a fright of high renofrne , 

*And thou art but of love degree, 

Tts pride that pul, the Countrey dofrne, 

?*• 

Caf. 
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Caf. No, for I hold.hi® vnworthy of his place, that does tbofe 
things well, Heauen’s aboue all, and therc bee foulcs that muftbec 
faued. 

lag. It istrue good Leiutenant. 

Caf. For mine owne part ,00 offence^ to the General), nor any rain 
ofquallrty,! hope tobefsued.. j -'! ■ > : : ,i : ' 

lag. And fo doe I Leiutenant. 

Caf. I, but by your leaue» nor before roe ; the Leiutenant is to be 
faued before che Ancient. Let’s ba no . more of this, let’s to ouraf. 
faires : forgiuc vs our fins : Gentlemen, let’s looke to our bulirtefle: 
doe not thinke Gentlemen I am drunke,thi$ is my Ancient,this is my 
r ight hand.and this is my left hand : I am not drunke now,! can (land 
well enough,and fpeake well enough. 

jIH Excellent well. 

Caf. Why very well then s * you mull; not thinke then* that I am 
drunke. Exit. 

tjMon. To the plotforme matters. Come, let’s fet the watch. 

lag. Y on fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a Souldier fic to Hand by Qafar, 

Andgiue direittion : and dee bptfeehis vice ; 

Tisro his vertue, a iuttcquioox, 

The one as long as tb’other : tis pitty of him, . > v 

afeare the trultOr^s put him in, V 

Gn forae od-letime of his infitniity,, 

Will (hake this Ifland. 

Mon. But is he ofren thus. . .. 

lag. Tis euermore the Prologue to his if epe s 
Het’je wa r ch the horolodgc a double fct, 

Ifdtinke rocks not his cradle. . •. , . 

Mon. T’were well the Generali were put in tninde of Jt,. 
perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature 
praifes the venue that appeares in faf sio >\ 

And iookes not on bis euills : is not this true ? 

Ho w now Roderigo, Enter PvodcrigO* 

I pray you a ^ cer tIie Leiutenant, goe. Exit Rod. 

Mon- And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 
Should hazard fueh a placets his owne fecondj 
With one of an ingraft infirmity * 
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It were an honefl: action to (ay fb tothe Moore. k' 1 

lag. Not I, for this faire Ifland : ■ ■ ^ ■ 

I doe loue Cafsio well,and would doe much,- Hdpt, ktlptfWtthit?* 

To cure biro of this euill s but harke,what noyfe. 

Enter Cafsio, drifting in Roderigo. 

Caf. You rogue, you rafcalU 

Mon. What’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf A knaue, teach me my duty : bat lie beate the knaue into 2 
wicker bottle. 

Rod. Beate me? 

Caf. Dolt thou prate rogue ? 

Mon. Good Leiutenant ; pray fir held your hand. 

Caf. Let me goe fir, or He knock you ore the mazzjrd. 

Mon, Come,come,you are drunke* 

Caf. Drunke ? they fight, 

lag. Away I fay, goe our, and cry a routeny. Exit Rod. 

Nay good Leiutenant : God’s- will Gentlemen, 

Heipeho, Leiutenant! Sir, Montanio, fir, 

Hclpe mailers, heer’s a goodly watch indeed : A hell mgs. 

Who’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo — ho, 

TheTowne will rife, fie,fie, Leiutenant, hold, 

You will be foam'd for euer. 



Enter Othello, and Gentlemen with Weapons. 

Oth,. What’s the matter hecre? 

Mon, I bleed Hill, I am hurt to the death. he faints. 

Oth. Hold, for your Hues. 

lag. Hold, hold Leiutenant, fir Montamo.Gentknzen. 
Haue you forgot all place of fence, and duty s 
H olJ,the GeneraUlpeakesto you » hold,hold,for flume. 
Oth, Why how now ho, from whence arifes this ? 
tur nt ^ T and to our felues doe that. 

Which Heauenhas foibid the Ottamites : 

u° r f ar S i3n ^ ,2tne sP at fiy this barbarous brawle 5 
He that forres next, to carue for his owne rage. 

Holds his fouls light, he dies vpon his motion : 

Et 



Si- 
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Silence thac dreadfull bell,it frights the Ifle 
From her propriety : what's the matter mailers ? 
Honeft Iago, that lookes dead with grieuing, 
Speake,who began chis.on thy loue I charge, thee, 
lag. I doe not know, friends all but now,euen now*. 
In quarter,and in cermes,like bride and groome, 
Deueftit.g them to bed,and then but now, 

( hs if fome Planet had vnwicted men,,) 

Swords out .and tilting one at others breaft. 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake 
Any beginning tothispeeuifh odds ; 

And would in a&ion glorious, I had loft 
Thole leggcSjthat brought me to a part of it. 

Oth. How came it Michael, you were thus forgot? 
Caf. I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeake. 

Oth. Worthy Mentaniopyaa were wont be citiill, 

The graujty and ftilnefle of your youth. 

The world hath noted, and your name is great, 
in mouthes of wifeft cenfure ; what s the matter* 

That you vnlace your reputation thus. 

And fpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night brawler ? giue me anfwere to’t l 
Mon. Worthy Othello , I am hurt to danger, 

Y our Officer fago can informe you, 

W bile I fpare fpeeeh, which fomething now offends me. 
Of all that I doe know, nor know I ought 
By me, that’s faide or done amide this night j . 

Vnlefle felfe-chariry be fometime a vice, 

And to defend our felues it be a finne. 

When violence affayles vs, 

Oth. Nowbyheauen 
My blood begins my fafer guides to rule. 

And paffionhauing my beft iudgement coold, 

Affayes to leade the way : Ifonce I ftirre. 

Or doe but lift this arme.the beft of you 

Shall finke in my rebuke : gtue me to know 

How this foule rout began, who fet it on, ^ ; 

And he that is approou’d in this offence. 



the Moore of Venice. 

Tho he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth. 

Shall Ioofe me ; what, in a T owne of warre. 

Yet wilde,the peoples hearts brim full of feare, 
Tonaannage priuate anddomeftike quarrells. 

In night, and on the Court and guard of fafety? 
Tis monftrous. logo, who began ? 

M° n . If partialityaffin’d, orleagnein office 
Thou doeft deliuer more or leffe then truth. 

Thou art no foldier, 
lag. T ouch me not fo neere, 

I had rather ha’ this tongue cut of my mouth. 
Then it fhould doe offence to Michael Cafsio: 

Yet I perfwade my felfe to fpeake the truth. 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is Generali : 
Montanio and my felfe being in fpeeeh. 

There comes a fcllow,crying out for hdpe, 

And Cafsio following him with determin’d fword, 
To execute vpon him : Sir this Gentleman 
Steps into Cafsio, and intreates his paufe j 
My felfe the cry ing fellow did purfue. 

Left by his clamour, as it fo fell out. 

The Towne might fall in fright : he fwift of foote 
Out ran my purpofe : and I returnd the rather 3 
For that I heard the clinke and fall of fiords s 
And Cafsio high in oath, which till to night * 

I re might fay before : when I came backe, 

For this was briefe,l found them clofe together 
At blow and thruft.euen asagen they were, *’ 
vVhen you y our felfe did part them. 

More of this matter can I not report 
But men are men, the beft fometimes forget - 
Tho Cafsto did fome little wrong to him S 

wf I" X r % r - ftrl . ke , thofe thac wiffi them befts 
Yet furcly Cafsio, I beleeue receiu’d 

From him thatfted/ome llrange indignity 
Which patience could not paffe. 

^ Oth. I know Iago, 

1 hy boneft y and loue doth mince this matter 
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Making it light to Cafsio : Cafsio , I loue thee. 

But neuer more be Officer of mine. 

Looke if my gentle loue be not rais’d vp j • 

Enttr Defdemona, wit h ethers. 

Tie make chce an example. 

‘ T>tf, What’s the matter? 

Oth, All’s well now fweeting s 
Come away to bed : fir, for your hurts. 

My felfe will be your furgeon ; leade him off ; 

/^a.looke witlvcare about the Towne, 

And filence thofe,whom this vile braiile diftra&ed, 
it . Come Defdtmon.i, tis the Soldieis life, 

To baue their balmy (lumbers wak’d with ftrife, 

• » Jag. What, are you huit Leiutenant ? 

Exit zJM. sort , Defdemona, attendants. 

Caf. I,paft allfurgery. 
lag. Mary Heauen forbid. 

Caf. Reputation,reputation,oh I ha loft my reputation : 

I ha loft the immortall part fir of my felfe,. 

And what remaines isbeftiaih my reputation. 

/ago, my reputation. 

U?. As I am an hontft man, I thoughtycu had rcceiu d Tome bo- 
dily wound, there is mare offence in that, then in Reputation ? re- 
putation is an idle and aloft talfc i.npofition, oit got without merit, 
and loft without deferring: You haue loft no reputation at all, vn- 
Itffe you repute your felfe fuch a lofer ; what man, there are wayes 
torecouerthe Generallagen: you are but now call in his moode, a 
puniftvntnt more in poiicie, then in malice, euen fo, as onie wou.d 
beate his offer.cekffe dogge, to affright an imperious. Lyen : iue to 

him aaaine, and ht’s yours. , . , , 

Caf. I will rather fueto be defpis’J, then to deceiue fogooda 
Commander, with fo lightjo diunktn, and inai creet an Officer . 
Drunke ? and fpeake patrac ? and fquabble, fwagger. (Veare ? and 
difeourfe full ian with ones owne ffiaddow O theu inpihble f pint Oi 
wine, if thou ha ft no name to be known by , let vs call thee Diuelh 
lug. What was he that you f ollowed with your word s 
Whac had he done to you ? 

Caf. I know not, , 1 . ^ 
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but nothing diftinflly ; a- 




Jag. Iftpofsible ? 

Caf I remember a tmffeof things, » - — ✓ > - 

quarrel!, but nothing wherefore. O that men fliould put an enemy 
in their mouthes, to fteale away their braines j that wee fhould 
with ioy, miell, pleafure, andapplaufe, transforme our fellies into 

beaftes, j'-M f 

Jag. Why, but you are now well enough : how came you thus re- 

couered ? 

Caf It hath pleas’d chtdeuill drunkenneffe, to glue place to the 
deuill wrath 5 one vnperfc&tieffe, (hewes me another, to make me 
frankdy defpife my felfe. 

lag. Come, you are too feuere a morraler ; as the time, the place, 
the condition ofthis Countrcy ftands,I.could heartily wiffi, this bad 
not fobefolne ; but fince it is as ir it, mend ir, for your owne good. 

Caf. I will aske him for my place againe, hee (ball tell me I am a 
drunkard : had I as many mouth. s as Hydra, fuch an anfwere would 
ftop email ; to be now a fcnlible man,by and by a foole,and prefent- 
-■ly a bead : euery inordinate cuf-pe is vnbleft,and the ingrcdicncc is < 
aciueli. 

lag- Cone; come, good wine is* good Familiar creature, if it be 
w “h vs ’ l k exclaime no more againft it; and good Leiutenant,! think 
you thinke I loue you. 

C*f 1 haue well approou’d it fir, — I drunke ? 

’ r 'g You, or any man liuing may be drunke at fome time man* : 
jjetdl you wnat you (hall doe/ — —our Generals wife is now the 
Generali ; I imy fay fo in this rdpe<ft,for that he hasdeuoredand gi- 
uen vp bimfclfc to the contemplation, marke and denotement of her 
parts snd graces. Confcffeyour lelfe freely to her, importune her, 
mee fi nape to put you in your place againe : flic j s fo free, fo kinde, 
/o apt fo b.efled aoppofition. that (he holdsic a vice in her goodnev 
not to^emorc theft fetpieftcd. This broken ioynt betweene 
you and her husband, intreat her to fphnter,and my fortunes againft 

tllen SSrT*"® thisc,ack « f y <> “ | 0« toll gro» ftronget 

Caf Youaduifemewcll. 

r e f2;. lth,nkc st freel > 7 } and betimes in the mo>-ninc will Th- 
fccchthevcrtuous Defdmom, to undertake for me 3 lam defpeme 

off 
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of my fortunes, if they checke me here, 
lag- Y ou are in the right : 

Good night Leiutenant,! mufttothe watch. 

Caf. Good night hone ft Iago. Exit, 

fag. And what’s he then, that fayes I play the villaine, 

W hen this aduice is free I giue,and honeft, 

Prohall to thinking, and indeed the courfe. 

To win the Moore agen ? For tis moft eafie 
The inclining Defdemom to fubdue, 

In any honeft fuite (he’s fram’d as fruitfull, 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore, wer t to renounce hisbaptifme. 

All (eales and (y tnbols of redeemed fin, 

His foule is fo infetter’d to her loue. 

That (he may makejvnmake^oe what (he lift, 

Eiien as her appetite (hall play che god 

With his weakefun&ion.-how am I then a villaine, 

To counfell Cafsio to this parraliel l courfe, 

Dire&ly to bis good .? diuinity of hell, 

When diuells will their blackeft fins put on, 

They d je fugged: at fir ft with heauenly lhewes, 

As I doe now ; for whiUlchis honeft foole 
Plyes Defdemona to repair? his fortunes, 

And (he for hirP,p]eades ftrongly to the Moore ; 

He poure this peftilence into his tare. 

That (he rc peaks h'm for her bodies luft > 

And by how much (he ftriues to doe him good. 

She (hall vnd -e her credit with the Moorej 
So will ! tuine her vertue into pitch. 

And out of her oy*ne goodnefle,make the net 
That (hall enmelh them all : Enter Roderigo. 

How now Roden ge ? 

Red. I do follow here in the chafe,not like a hound that hunts, but 
one that filles vp the cry: my money is almoft fpent, I ha bin to night 
exceedingly well cudgelld : I thinke the iflue will be, I (hall haue fo 
much experience for my paines, andfo no mony at all, and witha 
little mote wit returne to Venice. 

lag. How poore are they, that haue not Patience ? 

What 



the Moore of V enice. Jp 

What wound did euer heale>but by degrees f 

Thou knoweft we worke by wit, and not by witchcraft. 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Dos’c not goe well ? Cafsio has beaten thee. 

And thou,by that fmall hurt,haft cafhcir’d Cafsio , 

Tho other things grow faire againft the fun, 

Y ct fruites that blofomc firft,will firft be ripe ; 

Content thy felfe a while ; by’th maffe tis morning; 

Pleafure,and adion,make the houresfeeme lhort : 

Retire thee, goe where thou art billited, 

Away I fay , thou (halt know more hereafter : 

Nay get thee gon : Some things are to be done. 

My wife muft mouc for Cafsio to her miftris, 

Ilefether on. 

My felfe a while, to draw the Moore apart. 

And bring him iumpe,when he may Cafsio finde. 

Soliciting his wife : I,that’s the way. 

Dull not deuife by coldnelfc and delay. Exeunt. 

AElus Sccena i. 

Snter Cafiio,?wV 6 zJH uftians. 



TV/I A ft ers, play here, I will content your paines, 

J. Something chats briefe,and bid good morrow Generali. 

m »,ti T rf e y P la J> an d enter Clovme. 

fpeafci-ASofcte?’ l,a )’ 0 “ rI ' ,ftrume ” tsbin »^'", that they 
'Soy. How (ir,how ? 

flo. Ai e thefe i pray ,cald wind Inftr&ments ? 

■Boy* I marry are they fir. 

CU. O, thereby hangs a tay le. 

Soy. Whereby hangs a tayle fir.? 

matters fir ’ by ? any a winde In ftrument that I know But 
-with it. 3 r 0 es lake > t0 m ^kc no more noy(e 
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Boy. Well fir, we will not. 

Clo. If you haue any rrmfique that may not bee heard, to’ta. 
gaine, but as they fay, to heare raufiqac, the Generali does not 
greatly care. 

Boy, We ha none fiich fir. 

Clo, Then put your pipes in your bsg, for He away ; goe, vanifli 
into aire. away. 

Caf. Doft thou heare my honeft friend ? 

Clo. No, I heare not your honeft friend,I heare you. 

Caf. Pretheekeepe vpthy quillets, ther’s a poore pceceofgold 
for thee : if the Gentlewoman that attends the Generals wife be 
ftirring, tell her ther’s one Cafsio t entreates her a little fauourof 
fpeach — wilt thou doe this ? 

Clo. She is ftirring fir,if (he will ftirre hither, I (hall feeme to no. 
tifie vnto her. £ nter , ( . 

Caf. Doe good my friend : In happy time fngo, % xit w«. 

Jag, Y ou ha not bin a bed then. 

Caf Why no.tbe day had broke before we parted : 

I ha made bold lago to fend in to your wife, — my fuite to her. 

Is, that (lie will to vertuous Defdtmna, 

Procure me fome accede. 

Jag . He fend her to you prefently, 

And lie deuife a meane to draw the Moore 

Out of the way, that your conueife and bufinelfe, 

May be more free. 

Caf I humbly thanke you fort : I neuer knew 
A Florentine more kind and honeft. 

Enter Emilia. 

Em. Good morrow good Leiutenant,! am forry 
For your difpleafure, but all will foone be well. 

The Generali and his wife are talking of it. 

And (he fpeakes for you ftoutly : t he Moore replies,. 

That he you hurt is of great fame in ( 'jprus , 

And great affinity, and that in wholefome wifedome. 

He might not but refufe : but he protefts he loues you. 

And needs no other fuitor but his likings. 

To take the fafcft occafion by the front, 

Xo bring you in againe. 





the Moore of Venice* 

Caf. Yet I bcfeech you, 

If you thinke fit, or that it may be done, 

Giue me aduantage of (bme briefe difeourfe 
With Defdemona alone. 

Em. Pray you come in, 

2 will beftow you where you (ball haue time. 

To fpeake your bofomc free(y. 

Caf I am much bound to you. Exeunt, 

Enter Othello, lago, Gentlemen. 

Oth. Thefe letters giue Jago to the Pilate, 

And by him,doe my duties to the State j 
That done, I will be walking to the workes. 

Repaire there to me. 

Jag. Well my good Lord,Ile do’t. 

Oth. This fortification Gentlemen,(hall we fee’t ? 

Gent, We waite vpon your JLordfhip. Exeunt. 

_ r „ E ’ ner Defdemona, Caffio and Emillia. 

® e J' Bethouaffur d good Cafsio, I will doe 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 

Def. O that’s an honeft fellow:— doe tmt d«nh t r*r<i» 
But I will haue my Lord and you againe, ^ * 

As friendly as you were. 5 
Bounteous Madame, 

Hee?n UCr ^ b u- C07 l C eJd^ichael Cafsio 
Hee s neuer any thing But your trueferuant. 

You h&vfff * 1 lha ^- kc you,you doe i°ue my Lord : 

1 hen in a politique drftance. 

G«/? I but Lady% 

Thar pollicy may either lad fo long. 

t Sd fuch nice and warcrrlh diet 

Sacl'hf “ k t h outof cir cmftanc“' 

That I being ab(cnt,and my place fupplied, 
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My Generali will forget my loue and feruice. 

Def Doe not doubt that,before EmiUia here, 

I giue thee warrant of thy place ? allure thee, 

I f I doe vow a fricndfhip, lie performe it, 

To the laft Article : my Lord lhall neuer reft, 

Tie watch him tame, and talke him outofpatiencej 
His bed fhall feeme a fchoole,his boord a Ihrift, 

He intermingle euery thing he does. 

With Cafsto’s fuite ; therefore be merry Cafsio, 

For thy foliciter (hall rather die, 

Then giue thy caufe away. 

Enter O thcllo,! ag0,a«d G entlemtn . 

Em. Madam,hcre comes my Lord. 

Caf Madam, ile take my leaue. 

‘Def. Nay flay , and hearc me fpeake. 

Caf Madam not now,I am very ill at cafe, 

Vnfit for mine ownepurpofe. 

Def We 11, doe your diferetion. Cafsio 

lag. Ha,l like not that. 

Oth. W hat doft thou fay ? 

Jag. Nothing my Lord, or if, — I know not what. 

Oth. Was not thac Cafsio parted from my wire? 

lag . Cafsio my Lord ?— no fure,I cannot thinke it, 
-That he would fteale away fo guilty-like, 

Seeing you comming. 

Oth'. I doe beleeue twas he. 

Def How now my Lord, . 

I haue been talking with a fuiter here, 

A man that languifh>s in your difplcafure. 

Oth. Whoi’ftyou meane? . 

Def Why your Leiatenant Cafsio good my Lord, 

If 1 haue any grace or power to raoue you, 

Hisprefent reconciliation take : 

For if he be not one that truely loues you, 

That erres in ignorance, and not in cunnings 
I haue no iudgement in anhoneft face, 

I prethee call him backe* 






nr * 1 



the TMoore of Venice. 

Oth. Went he hence now? 

Def Yes faith, fo humbled, \ 

That he has left part of his g™f“ 

To fuffer with him j good Loue call him backe. 

O t # Not now [wctt'Defdcmonfomc other time* 

Def But (haft be (hortly ? 

Oth. The fooner fweet for you. 

Def Shal’t be to night at fupper ? 

Oth. No, not to night. 

Def To morrow dinner then ? 

Oth. I Hull not dine at home, 

T meet the Captaines at the Cittadell. 

Def Why then to morrow night, or tuefday morne 
On tuefday morne,or night, or wednefday morne, 

I prethee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes : Ifaith hee’s penitent. 

And yet his trefpaffe.in our common reafon, 

(Saue that they fay, the warres muft make examples. 
Out of her beft) is not almoft a fault. 

To incurre a priuate checke ; when (hall he come? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foule. 

What you could aske me, that I (hould deny ? 

Or (land fo mam’ring on ? What Michael C afsio ? 
That came a wooing with you, and fo many a time 
When I haue fpoke of you difpraifingly, 

Hath tane your part, to haue fo much to doe 
To bring him in ? Truft me, I could doe much, — 

Oth. Prethee no more, let him come when he will, , 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Def Why this is not a boone, 

Tis as I fhould intreat you weare yourgloucs s 
Or feed on nourilhing dilhcs,or keep you wartne. 

Or fue to you,to doe a peculiar profit 
To yourowne perfon : nay, when I haue a fuite, 
Wherein I meane to touch your loue indeed. 

It (hall be full of poife and difficult weight, 

And fearefull to be granted. 

Osh, I will deny thee nothing, 

F3 




Where* 
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Whereon I doe befeech thee grant roe this, 

; To kaue me but a little to ray fclfe. 

D'f* Shall i deny yon? no, farewell my Lord. 

Oth. Farewell my D'fdtmona,V\c come to thee ftraight* 
De[ EmiUia, come,be it as your fancies teach you. 
What ere you be l am obedient Exeunt Dcf. nud ism. 

Oth. Excellent wretch.perdition catch royfoule. 

But i doe loue thee, and when I loue thee nor. 

Chaos is come againe. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. What doeft thou fay Iago? 
lug. Did Michael Cafsio when you wooed my Lady, 
Kno w of your loue ? 

Oth. He didfrom firft to laft : — Why doeft thou aske? 
fag. But for afatista&ien of my thought. 

No further harmc. 

Oth. W hy of thy thought Iago ? 

I ag. I did not thinke he had been aquainted with her. 
Oth . O yes and went between vs very oft. 

Iga. Indeed? 

Oth. Indeed? Iindeed, defcern’ft thou ought in that? 
Ishenorhoneft? 

Jag. Honeft my Lord ? Oth. Honeft ? I honeft. 

fag. My Lordfor ought I know. 

Oth W hat doeft thou thinke ? 
lag. Thinke my Lore ? 

Oth. Thinke my Lord? why doft thou ecchoe me. 

As if there were feme monfter in thy thought, 

T o hideous to belhowne s Thou doftmeanefotnethiugt 
1 heard thee fay but now, thou lik’ftnot that. 

When Cafsio left my wife : what didtt not like ? 

And when I told thee, he was of my counfell. 

In my whole courfe of wooing, thou cridft indeed? 

And d'dlt contra#, and purfe t hy brow together, 

As if t hou then hadft (Tint vp in thy braine, 

Some horr idle conceit : Iftiiou doeft loue me, 

Snew me thy thought. 

f>g. My Lor u y ou know I loue y ou. 



the z%Toore of Venice. 



Oth ♦ I thinke thou doeft, 

And for I know ,t hou art full ofloue and hone fty. 

And Weighed thy words, before thou giu’ft ’em breath. 
Therefore thefc ftops of thine fright me the more } 

For fuch things in a falfe difloyall knaue. 

Are trickes of cuftome j but in a man that’s iuft. 

They are clofe dilutions, working from the heart, 

That paflion cannot rule. 

lag. For cJftftchael Cafsio, 

I dare be fworne,! thinke that he as honeft. 

Oth. I thinke fo to. 

lag. Men fliould be what they feeme. 

Or thofe thatbe not, would they might feeme none. 
Oth. Certaine,men fliould be what they feeme. 
lag. Why then f thinke Cafsio* s an honeft man. 

Oth. Nay ,yet ther’s more in this, 

I ptethee fpeake to me, as to thy thinkings . 

As thou doeft ruminate,andgrae thy worft of thoughts. 
The worft of words. 

lag. Good my Lord pardon me ? 

Though I ana bound to cuery a# of duty, .. 

I am not bound to that all flaues are free to, 

Vtter my thoughts : W hy.fay they are vile and falfe s 
As where’s that pallace,whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who has a breaft fo pure, 

But fome vncleanly appreheofions, 

Keepe Jeetes and law- daycs.and in fefsion fit 
With meditations lawfoll ? 



Oth Thou doft confpire againft thy friend W 
Ir tnou out thmkeft him wrongd,and makeft his eare • 
A ftranger to thy thoughts. . 

lag. i doe befeech you. 

Though I perchance am vicious in my ghefle 
(As I confefle it is my natures plague * 

To fpy into abu!es,and oft my realoufie 
Shapes faults that are not :) that your vifedome yet 
w 0rn .j ne i that ° ,m P er ^&l.V conceits, ? 

Would take no notice, ncr buddy our felfe a trouble, 
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Out of my fluttering, and vnfureobferuancei 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good. 

Nor for my manhood,honefty,or wifedeme. 

To let you know my thoughts* 

Oth . What doft thou meane ? 

Jag. Good name in man and woman (deere my Lord) 
Is the immediate Iewell of our foules : 

Who fteales my purfe, fteales tra{h,tis fomething, nothing, 
Twas mine, t is his, and has bin flaue to thoufands : 

But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of that, which not intiches him. 

And makes me poore indeed. 

Oth. lie know thy thoughts. 

Jag . Y ou cannot, if my heart were in y our hand, 

Nor (hall not,whilft tis in my cuftody . 

Oth. Ha? 

fag. O beware (my Lord) of iealoufie 5 
It is a green ey d monfter, which doth roocke 
The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold Hues in blis, 
Whocertaine of his fate.loues not his wronger : 

But oh,what damned minutes tells he ore, 

Who dotes,yet doubts, lufpe6ts,yct ftrongly loues. 

Oth. O mifery. 

lag. Poore and contends rich.and rich enough, 

But riches finelefle,is as poore as winter; 

To him that euer feares he {hall be poore : 

Good heauen,the foules of all my tribe defend 
From iealoufie. 

Oth. Why, why is this? 

Thinkft thou 1 ’de make a life of iealoufie ? 

To follow ftill the changes of the Moone 
With frefh fufpitions ? No, to be once in doubt, 

Is once to be refolu’d : exchange me for a Goate, 

When A {hall tome the bufinefle of my foule 
To fuch exofflicate, and blowne furmifes. 

Matching thy inference : tis not to make me iealous, 

To fay my wife isfaire,feeaes well,loues company. 

Is free of fpecch, fings, phyes, and dances well ; 
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Where vertue is,thefe are more vertuous : 

Nor from mine owne weake merits will I draw 
The fmalleft feare.or doubt ofher reuolt. 

For ftie had eies,and chofenirie : no/<*g*, 
lie fee before l doubt, when I doubr,proue; 

And on the proofe,there is no more 6utthis ; 

Away at once with loue or iealoufie. 

lag. I am glad of it, for now I fhall haoe reafori, 

To Ihew the loue and duty that I bcare you. 

With franker fpirit : therefore as I am bound 
Receiue it from me : Ifpeake not yet ofproofe, 

Looke to your wife,obferue her well with Cafsie ; 
Weare your cie" thus, not iealous, nor fecure, 

I would not hane your free and noble nature. 

Out offelfe-bounty be abus’d, looke toot : 

I know our Countrcy difpofition well, 

In Venice they doe let Hcauen fee the prankes 

They dare not {hew their husbands: their beft confluence 

Is not to leaue’t vndone,but keeper vnknowne. 

Oth, Doeft thou fay fo? 

lag. She did deceiue her father marrying you : 

And when {he feetn’d to lhake and fcare y our lookes, 

She lou’d them moft. 

Oth. And fo {he did. 
fag. Why go top then. 

She that fo young, could giue out fuch a Teeming, 

T o feale her fathers ey es vp, clofe as Oake, 

He thought twas witchcraft : but I am much too blame ; 
I humbly doe befeech you of your pardon. 

For too much louing you. - 
Oth. I am bound to thee for cuer. 
fag. I fee this hath a little dalht your fpirits. 

Oth. Notaiot, noraiot. 
lag. Truft mcjlfeareithas. 

I hopeyou will confider, what isfpoke. 

Comes from my loue :but I doe fee y ou are moou’d, 

I am to pray you,not to ftraine my fpeach, 

To groffer iffues,nor to larger reach, 

G 
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Then tofufpition. 

Oth. I will not. 

Jag. Should yon doe fo my Lord* 

My fpsech fhoulu fall into fudi vile face- (TV, ’ 

As my thoughts aims not at : Cafito's my wotihy friend: 
My Lord, l fee you are moou.’d, 

Otb. No, not much moou’d, 

I doe not thinke but c Dtfdemon*'s honeft. 

Jag Long liue (he fo,and long liue you to thinke fo.. 
Oth. And yet bow nature erring from it felfc. 

Jtg. I, there’s the point : as to be bold wicn you. 

Not to affeft many propof.d matches. 

Of h;r owne clime, complexion.and degree. 

Whereto we fee in all thing 1 - , nature tends ; 

He we may fmell in (uch a will mod ranke, 

Foule difproportion.thoughts vnnaturall. 

Bur pardon me : I doe not in pofitioq, 

Diftin&iy fpeake of her,tho 1 may feare 

Her will re coy ling to her better iudgement, 

May fall to matchyou with her countrey formes. 

And happily repent. 

Oth . Farewell, if more 

Thcudoeft perceiue,\et me know more/et on 

Thy wifetoobferoe : leaueme Iage. . cl 

Jag. My Lord 1 take my leaue. . * > 

Oth . Why did I marry ? This honeft creature doubtldls 
Sees, and knowes more,h\»eh more then heynfolds. 

Jag My Lord, l would l might intreat your honour. 

To (can this thing no further., leaue i.t to time, 

And though tis fit that Cafsiohme his place, 

( For fure he fills it vp with great ability,). 

Yec if you pleafe to hold him off a while. 

You (hall by that,perceiue him and his meanes j 
Note ifyour Lady ftraine her eutertainement, 

Withany ftrongor vehement importunity, 

Much will be kene in thardn ehe ipeanc time. 

Let me be thought too bufic in my Lares, 

(As worthy caufe I haae,to feare lam :) 






And 
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Aftd hold feet free,! doe befeech your honour. 

Otb. Feare not my gouernemenr. 

Jag. 1 once more take my kaoe. Exit. 

Oth. this fdlowe’&ofexc ;eding honefty, 
And knowes all qumti'ies.wych a learnedfpirit 
Ofhumane dealings: If I doe prooae.her haggard, 
Tho that her Idles were my deare heart filings, 
I’de whiffle her off, and let her d -wnethe wind. 

To prey at fortune. Happily, for I am blacke. 
And haae not thofe foft parts of conutrfation. 
That Chamb.rers haue,or for I am d tel i t id 
Into the vale of yeares,y«t that’s not muc», 
Shee's gone, I am abus'd, and roy rekite 
Muft be to loath her ? O curfe of marriage. 

That we can call thefe delicate creatures ours, 
And not their appetites : I had rather be a Toade, 
And liue vpon the vapor in a dungeon. 

Then keepe a corner in a thing I loue, 

For others vfes : yet tis the plague of great ones, 
Prerogatiu’J are they lefte then the bafe, 

Tis ddteny,vn(hunnable,Uke death : 

Euen then this 'orked plague is fated to vs. 

When wc doe quicken : Defilement comes. 

If (he be falfe,C) then htauen mocks it felfe, 
lie not beleeue ir. 



Defi How now my deare Othello t 
Your dinner, and the generous i lander 
By you inuited.doe attend your prefence. 

Oth. I am to blame. 

^Defi. vv hy is your fp:e<ch fo faint ? are you not well ? 
Oth. j h uc a paine vp an my forehead, hear e. 

Defi. Why that's with watching, tvill away againe ; 
Let me but bind it hard, within this houre 
It will be well. 

Oth. Y our napkin is too little i 
Let it alone,come Ik go in with yea. 

Defi. i am very lorry that you are not wclL 

’G» 
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^iji^ IamgladI hauefoundthis'oapkin, ••£.*/? Oth. 
This was her firft remembrance from rhe Moore, 

My wayward husband, hath a hundr-edtimes 
Wooed me to ftealc it, btit (lie fo louesthe token, . : 



For he coniur’dher>flie(houldeuerik^epeie^ ‘i-o- 'p' c; l 

That foe referues it euer more Sbouthtir-j' • ■ K nr U 

To ki{Tc,and talke to j lteha the worketane our ? 

And giu’t logo : whathe’idoe with if, 1 1 .• 

.Heauen knowes,not I, Enttr Iago. 

I nothing,but to pleafe his fantafie. 

lag. How now, what doe you here alone ? 

Em. Doenot you chide, I haue a thing for you, > 
lag. thing for me,it is a common thing— 

Em. Ha ? •• 

lag To haue a feolifo wife. 

Em. 0,is that all? what will you giue me now. 

For chat fame handkerchiefe ?, 

lag. What handkerchiefe? ' . 

Em. What handkerchiefe? 

Why that the Moore firft gaue to Defdemona , 

That which foofcen youdidbid me fteale, 

Jag. Ha’ft ftole it from her ? 

Sm. No fiith,{he let it drop by negligence, 

And to the aduanta gc,l being herbjtooke it vp : ’ , 



iwom! bjiA 
n.w.uriiO 
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Looke,here it is* 



Jar. A good wench giue it m«: " - ‘ ! oV ' ’ 

Em. What will you doewiflvit,' A ' - * • uwonwoL' Asa 

That you haue bin fo earneft fo haue n«*filch it ? 

lag. W hy, what’s that-tf© you? 

Em. If’tbe not forfome purpofe of import, 

Giue mee’tagaine, poore Lady, ’(hee’ll rtita rti^d 

When (he (hall lacke it. / 1 . 

lav. Be nor you aeknowne oh’tyl haue vfcfor it:*— goleane w, 
I will in fafsio’s lodging lofc this napkin. Exit Eno. 

And kt him find it : Trifles light as ayre. 

Are to the iealous, confirmations ftrong 

As proofes of holy W,tit,thisnf*ay< doefomethrng : • 

The Moore already changes with my poifon, ...-a 









the Svtoore of V cn ice. 

Dangerous conceits arciri their natures poifons, 

Which at the firft are fcarce found todiftaft j ' 

But with a little aft vpon the blood. Enter Othello. 

Burne like the mines of fulphure : I did fay 10 : 

Look where he comes,not Poppy ,nor Mandragora, 

Nor all the droufie firoppsof the world. 

Shall euer medccine thee to that fweet fleepe. 

Which thou owedft yefterday. 

Otb. Ha,ha,falfe to me, to me? 

jag. why how now Generali? no more of that. 

Ot. Auant,begon,thouhaftfet me on the racke, 

I fweare,tis better to be much abus’d, 

Then but toknow’talittle. 
fag. How now, my Lord? 

Otb. What fence had I of her ftolnehouresofluft: 

I faw’t not, thought it not, it harm’d not me, 

I fltpt the next night well, was free, and merry *, 

I found not Cafsto’s Rifles on her lips ; 

He that is rob’d, not wanting what is ftalne. 

Let him not know’t, and hee’s not rob’d at all. 
lag. I am forry to heare this. 

Oth. I had bin happy if the gencrall Campe, 

Py oners, and all,had rafted her fwcct body. 

So I had nothing knowne : O now for cuer 
Farewell thetranquile mind, farewell content } 

JFarewell the plumed troope,and the big warres. 

That makes ambition vertue : O farewell, 

Farewell the neighing Steed,andtheforill Trumpe, 

The fpirit-ftirring Drumme,the eare-peircing Fife, 

The royall Banner, and all quality, 

Pride, pompe, and circumftance of glorious warre. 

And,0 ye mortall Engines, whofe wide throates, 

The immortal louts great clamors counterfeit ; 

Farewell ,OtheHoe’s Occupation’s gone. 

Jag. Iftpofsiblemy Lord? 

Oth. Y illaine,be fure thou proue my Louc a whore. 

Be fare of it.giue me the ocular proofe. 

Or by the worth of my eternall foule, 

Gj 
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Thou hadll bln better hauc been borne a dog, 

Then anlwere my wak’J wrath, 
lag, III come to this? 

Ot. Make me to fctA.or at the lead fo proue it, 

That the probation, beare no hinge, nor loope. 

To hang a doubt on : or woe vp on thy life. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. Ifthou doe inlander her, and torture me, 

Neuer pray more, abandon all reroorce j 
On horrors head,horrors accumulate : 

Do deeds, to make heauen weepe,all earth amaz’d, 

For nothing canft thou to damnation adde,greatef then that. 

lag . O grace, O heauen defend me, 

Are you a marnbaue you a foule orfence ? 

God buy you,take my office,’-0 wretched foole, 

That liuell to make thine honelty a vice ; 

0 monftrous worldjtake note, take note O world. 

To be direct and honeft,i5 not fafe, 

1 thanke you for this profit.and from hence, 

He loue no friend, fince loue breeds Inch offence. 

Oth . Nay ftay,thoufhculdftbehoneft 
lag . I fhould be wife,for honeftie’s a foole. 

And ioofes chat it workes for. 

Oth. By the world, 

I tbinke my wife be honeft,and thinke (he is not, 

J thinke that thou art iuft,and thinke thou art notj 
lie liaue fome proofe : her name that was as ftelh 
As 'Duns virage,is now begrimd,and bit eke 
As mine owns face s If there be cords.or kniues, 

Poyfon,or fire,or fuffocating ftreames, 
lie not endure it : would 1 were fatilfud. 

lag. I fee fir, you are eaten vp with paffion, 

I doe, repent me t bat I put it to you $■ 

You would be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would,r.ay,I will. 

lag. And may, but how, how fatisfied my Lord? 

Would you, the fuperuifion groffdy gape on. 

Behold her topt? 
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the of Venice. 

Oth. D eath an J damnation —oh. 
lag. It were a tedious difficulty I thinke. 

To bring cm to that profpe<5f dam em then. 

If euer morcall eyes did fee them boulller 
More then their owne j what then, how then ? 

What fhaill fay ? where’s fatisfaftion ? 

It is impoffible you Ihould fee this. 

Were they as prime as Goates, as hot as Men kies* 

As fait as VVolues in pride,and fooles as grolfe 
As ignorance made drunke : But yet I fay. 

If imputation and ftrong circum fiances, 

Which leade direftly to the doore of truth. 

Will giue you fatisfaclion,you may ha’c. 

Ot. Giue me a liuing reafon,thac (he’s difloyall. 
lag, I doe not like the office. 

But lith I am entet’d into this caufe fo farre, 

Prickt to’t by foolilh honefly and loue, 

J will goeon : I lay with Gafsio lately, 

And being troubled with a raging tooth,I could not fleepe, 
There arc a kind of men fo loofe of foule. 

That in their fleepes will mutter their affaires. 

One of this kind is Cafsto : 

In fleepe I heard him fay. Sweet Defdtmcna, 

Let vs be wary,let vs hide our loues j 

And then fir would he gripe and wring my hand,. 

Cry out,fweet creature,and then kiffe me" hard. 

As if he pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes. 

That grew vpon my lips,then layed his leg 
Ouer my thigh, and figh’^andkiffed. and then 
Cried,curfcd fate, that gaue thee to the Moore. 

Oth. O monftrous,rnonftroi:$. 
lag. Nay, this was but his dreame. 

Oth But this denoted a fore, gonconclafion . 

Tis a fnrewd doubt tho it be but a dreame, 

And this may hclpe to thicken other proofes. 

That doe demonllrate thinly. r 

Oth. Ileteaieheralltopccces. 

Nay, but be wife, yet we fee nothing done,'. 
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She may be honeft yet : tell me but this, 

Haue you not fometimes feene a handkerchiefe, 

Spotted with ftrawberries in your wiues hand ? 

Otb. I gaue her fuch a one,twas my firft gift. 
lag. I know not that, but fuch a handkerchiefe 
I am fure it was your wiues,did I to day 
See Cafsio wipe his beard with. 

Otb. If’tbethat. 

lag. If it be that, or any.it was hers, 

It fpeakes againfl: her, with the other proofes. 

Otb. O that the flaue had forty thoufand liues. 

One is too poore, too weake for my reuenge : 

Now I doe fee tis true,looke here Iago, 

All my fond loue.thus doe I blow to heauen,— —tis gone. 
Arife blacke vengeance from thy hollow Cell, 

Yeeld vp O loue thy crowne.and hearted Throne. 

To tyrranous hate,fwell bofome with thy fraught, 

For tis of Afpicks tongues. be kneeles. 

lag. Pray be content. 

Otb. O blood, fago, blood. 

Jag. Patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change. 
Otb. Neuer lags; 

Like to the Pontick^Sei. 

Whofe icy current and compulfiue courfe, 

Ne’r feels retiring cbbe,but kcepes due on, 

To the 'Fropontickji nd the Hellespont : 

Euen fo my bloody thoughts.with violent pace, 

Shall neVe looke backe,ne’re ebbe to humble loue, 

Till that a capeable and wide reuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yond marble Heauea, 

In the due reuerence of a facred vow, 

I here ingage my words. 

lag. Doe not rife yet : Iago hneels. 

Witneflfe the euer-burning lights aboue. 

You Elements that clip vs round about ; 

Witneffe that here, Iago doth giue vp 
The execution of his wie,hand, heart. 

To wrong’d Otbzfloe's feruice : let him command. 
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And to obey ,ftall be in me remorce, 

Whatbloody worke fo euer. 

Otb . I greet thy loue; 

Not with vaine thanks,but with acceptance bounteous. 

And will vpon the inftant put thee to’c. 

Within thefe three daycs,lec me heare thee fay. 

That Cafsio s notaliue. 

lag. My friend is dead : 

Tis done as you requcft,but let her line. 

Otb. Dam her lewd minks : 0 dam her, 

Comc.goc with roe apart.I will withdraw. 

To furnilh me with fome fwife meanes of death. 

For the faire deuill : now arc thou my Leiutehant. 

lag. I am your owne for euer. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Defdemona,Emilla<«^ the Clotyne. 

Eef. Doe you know lirra, where the Leiiicenant Cafsio lies ? 

Clo. I dare not fay he lies any where. 

Eef. Why man? 

Clo. He is a Soldier, and for one to fay a Soldier lies, is (tabbing. 

Eef. Go to.where lodges he ? 

Clo. To cell you where he lodges, is to tell you Where I lie. 

Eef. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges.and for me to deuife a lodging, 
and fay he lies there, were to lie in mine owne throate. 

Eef. Can you enquire him out,andbe edified by report? 

Clo. I will cathechizc the world for him, that is, make queftions. 
And by them anfwer. 

Eef. Seekehim, bid him come hither, cell him I haue mouedmy 
Lord in his behalfe.and hope all will be well. 

0°. To doe this, is within the cornpafle of mans witte, and there- 
fore I le attempt the doing of it. Exit. 

Eef. w here Ihould I loofe that handkerchiefe Emittia ? 

Em. I know not Madam. 

Eef. Beleeue me,l had rather loo, 1^ iny purfe 
Full ofCrufadoes : and but my noble Moore 
I s t rue of mind,and made of no fiich bafeneiTe, 

Asicalous creatures are, it vtfere enough 

H To 
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To put him to ill thinking. . 

Em. Is he not ie:>!ous? 

Def. Who he? I thinke the Sun where he was borne. 
Drew all luchhuaiors from hi p. Enter Othello. 

Em. Looke where he comes. 

Def I will not leaue him now, 

Till Cafsio be cald to him : how is it with you my Lord ? 

Oth. Well my good Lady : O hardneffe to dififemble : 
How doe you Defdemom ? 

Dtf Weil, my good Lord. _ f 

Oth. Giue me your hand, this hand is moift my Lady. 

Dtf. It yet has felt no age,nor knowne no fortow. 

Oth. Thi 3 argues fruitfulneffe and liberall heart* 
Hot,hot,and moy ft, this hand of yours requires 
A fequefter from liberty s faftingand praying, 

Much caftigation,exercife deuout •, 

For here’s a young and fweating dcuill here. 

That commonly rebels : tis a good hand, 

Afrankeone. 

Def Y ou may indeed fay fo,. 

For twas that hand th3t gauc away my heart. 

Oth. A liberall hand, the hearts of old gaue hands, 

But our new herraldry is hands, not hearts, 

Def I cannot fpeakeofthis ; come now your premie, 
Oth. What proniife chuckc ? . ; ‘ k 

Def. 1 haue lent to bid Cafsio come fpeakc .with you . 

O th. I haue a fait and fallen rhur.c oflfendsme. 

Lend trie thy handkerchiefe. 

Dtf. Here my Lord 

Oth , That which Igaue you. 

Def. I haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not. 

Def. No indeed my Lord. 

Oth. Thatsafault: that handkerchiefe 
Did an Egyptian to my mother giue. 

She was a" Charmer, and could almoft reade ; 

The thoughts of people } (be told her while (lie kept if, J 

Twould make her amiable, and fubdue my father 
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the <S\Toore of Venice, 

Intirely to her loue : But if ftie loft it, 

Or made a gift of it } my fathers eye 
Should hold her loathed, and hisTpirits fliould hunt 
After new fancies ; She dying, gaue it me, 

And bid me, when my fate would haue me 
To giue it her ; I did fo, and take heed on’r 
Make it a darlingdike your praio 
T o loofe,or giue’e avvay,werc ‘ 

As nothing elfc could match. < ' 

Def I’ll poffible ? ; i :u«J lie 

Oth. Tis true,ther’s magicke : 
^ybcllthathadnumbredinthe 
The Sun to courfe two hundred compafles, 

I n her prophetique fury,f®wed the worke : 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed i 
And it was died in Mummy , which i ’ 

Concerue ofMaidens hearts. 

Def Indeed, i'ft true ? 

Oth. Moll veritable, l 

Def Then would to God that I had neuer feene it 
Oth. Ha,whereforc ? 

Def Why doe you 
Oth. I’ft loft? i’ll 
Def Blcflevs. 

Oth. Say you? 

Def. It is not loft, but 
Oth. Ha. 

Def I fay it is not loft. 

Oth. Fctch’tjlet me fee it, 

Def Why fo I can fir,bat I will not now. 

This is a tricke,to put me from r~ 

I pray let Cajsie be receiu’d , 

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchiefe, my 
De. Corae,come,you’l neu°“ — ** . 

Oth. The handkerchiefe. 

Def A man, that all f 
Hath founded his good foi 
Shar’d dangers with you. 
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Oth. The handkerchiefe. 

Def. in footh you are too blame. 

Oth. Away. Exit. 

Em. Is not this man iealous? 

Def I nere faw this before c 
Sure ther’s fome wonder in this handkerchiefe, 
l am mod vnhappy in the Ioffe of it. 

Enter IagorfiwfCaflio. 

Em. Tis not a yeare or two fhewes vs a man. 

They are all but ftomacks,and we all but foode ; 

They eate vs hungerly,and when they are full. 

They belch vs ;looke youfafiio and my husband. 

lag. There is no other way, tis {be muft doe it. 

And loe the happineffe,goe,and importune her, 

Def. How now good CW/iio,whats the newes with you ?•- 
Caf. Madam.my former fuite : I doe befeech you. 

That by your vertuous meanes.I may againe 
Exift,and be a member of his loue. 

Whom I, with all the office of my heart, 

Intirely honour, I would not be delayed: 

If my off. nee be of fuck mortall kind. 

That not my feruice part, nor prefent forrowes, 

Nor purpos’d merrit in futurity, 

Gan ranfome me into his loue againe, 

But to know fo,muft be my benefit, 

So fhall I doath me in a forc’d content. 

And (hut my felfe vp in Come other courfe. 

To fortunes almes* 

D<f. Alas thrice gentle Cafsio, 

My aduocation is not now in tune * 

My Lord is not my Lord, nor (hould I know him, ,• 

Were he in fauour.as in humor altred : 



So hel pe me ,euery fpirit fanfl ified. 

As I hauefpoken for you all my beft. 

And flood within the blanke of his difpleafure, 
For my free fpeech : you rruft a while be patient,' 
What I can doe I will,andmore I will 15 

Then for my felfe 1 dare, let that fuffice you. 
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fag. Is my Lord angry? 

Em. He went hence but now. 

And certainely in ftrange vnqaictneffe. 

jag. Can he be angry ? I haue feenc the Cannon, 

When it hath blownc his rankes into the ay re j 
And ("like the deuill) from his very arme, 

Puft his owne brothcr,and can he be angry ? _ 

Something ofmoment then : I will goe meet him, 

There’* matter in* indeed,if he be angry. 

Def. I prethee doe fo s fomething flare of State, 

Either from Venice ,ox fome vnhatcht pra£ice. 

Made demonftrablehere in Cipres to him. 

Hath pudled his deere fpirit, and in fuch cafes, 

Mens natures wrangle with inferiour things, 

Tho great ones are the obied, 

Tis cuen fo ; for let our finger ake, 

At;d it endues our other healthful! members, . 

Euen to that fenfe of paine ; nayywe muft thinke. 

Men are not gods. 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuances 
As fits the Bridall : befhrew me much EmiMi^ 

I was (vnhandfome warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindneffe with my foule ; 

But now I find,! had fubbornd the witneffe. 

And hee’s indited faifly . 

£ m. Pray heauen itbe State matters asyou thinke. 

And no conception,nor no iealous toy 
Concerning you. 

Def. Alasthe day, I neuer gaue him caufe. 

Em. But iealous foules will not be anfwered fo. 

They are not cucr iealous for the caufe. 

But iealous for they are iealous t tis a monfter. 

Begot vpon it felfe, borne on it felfe. 

Def. Heauen keepe that monfter (torn Othello's mind. 

Em Lady, Amen. 

Def l will goe feeke him .Cafsio walke here about. 

If I doe finde hiti fit, lie moue your fuite. Exeunt Defd. 

. And feeke to effed it to my vttermoft. and Emilliit 

H 3 Caf. 



>30 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C. 12 .g. 28 ) OctaVO 



6 o 



The Tragedy of Othello 

£»<frBiinca. 



Caf. I humbly thanke your Ladifliipj 

Htan. Saue you friend Cafsto. 

Caf. What make you from home? ~ * 

How is it with you my moft faire HUnca ? 

Indeed fweer loue I was comming to your hoi; fir. 

*BU. And I was going to your lodging (fafsto » 
What keepe a weeke away Pfenendaies and nights, 
Eightfcore eight howes,and louers abfent ho.'res, 
More tedious then the diall.eightfeorc times. 

Oh weary reckonings ' ' ; f: '- 1- • 

Caf. Pardon me Bianca , 

I hauc this while with leaden thoughts bin preft. 

But I fhall in a more continuace t ime, 

Strike off this fcore of abfence : fweet Bianca, 

Take me this worke our. 

HU. Oh Cafsio , whence came this ? 

This is fome token from a hewer friend 
To the felt ab(ence,now I fcele a caufe’j 
I’ll come to this / well, well. 

Caf. Go to woman. 

Throw your vile ghefles in the deuills teeth, 

From whence you haue tbem^ou atc lealous now, noj 
That this is from fome Miftris ; famc remembrance, 
No in good troth Bianca. 

Eia. Why,whofe is it ? 

Caf. I know hot fweet, I found it in my chamber, 

I like the worke well,ere it be demanded. 

As like enough it will,rde haue it coppied. 

Take it t and do’c,apdleatte me-for this time. 

HU. Leaue you, wherefore ? 

Caf. I doe attend here on the Generali, 

And thinke it no additiort^normy wilb, 

To hauc him fee trie woman’d. 

HU. Why I pray you? 

Caf Not that I loue you not. 

Bia. Buc that y ou docinot loue tr.e s 

I pray you bring me on tire way a litcle. 

And fay,tf I fliall fee you foonc at night. 
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the Moore of V enic: 

Caf. Tis but a little way that I Ijringyou, 

For I attend here, buc He fee youtoone. 

Bia. Tis very good,I muft be drcumltanc’d. 

ABits 4, * Secern^- 1. 

Enter Iago and Q thcllo* 

lag. T T\ TIN you thinke Co? 

y V Oth. Thinke to lags, 
lag . What, to kiffe in priuatc ? 

Oth. Anvnauthoriz’d kiffe. 
lag. Or to be naked with her friend abed. 

An hQure,or moremot meaning any harme ? 

Oth. Nakedabcd /^<?,andnot meane harme ? 

It is hipocrifie againft the deuill : 

They that’meane vertuoufiy ,and yet doe fo. 

The deuill their vertUe tempts, and they tempt hcauen. 

lag. Soe they doe nothing, tis a veniall flip ; 

Buc if I giue my wife a handkerebiefe. 

Oth. What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Eord,and being hers, , 

She may ,1 thinke, beftow’t on any man. 

Oth. She is proteftrelfe of her honour too. 

May (he giue that ? 

lag. Her honour is an eflence that’s not feene. 

They haue it very oft, that haue ic not s 
But for the handkerchiefe. 

Oth. 8/ heauen, I would moft gladly haue forgot it s 
Thou faidft (O it comes ore my memory. 

As doth the Rauen o’re the infe&ed houfe. 

Boding to all.) He had my handkerchiefe. 

Bag. I. what of that? 

Ot h. That’s not fo good now. 
lag. What If I had faid I had feen him do you Wrong? 
Oi heard him fay, (as knaacs be fhcH abroad, 

Who hauing by their owne importunate fuite, 
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Or voluntary dotage of Come miftris, 

Coniured,or fupplied them, cannot chafe. 

But they muft blab.) 

Oth. Hath he faid any thing ? 

lag. He hath my Lord, butbc you wellaffur’d. 

No more then hee’l vnfweare. 

Oth. What hath he fayd ? 

lag. Why that he did— I know not What hedid. 

Oth. What? fag. Lye. 

Oth. With her? 

lag. With her.on her, what you will. 

Oth. Liewithhcr, lie on her ? W c fay lie onher, when they bely 
her | lye with her, that’s fulfome, handkerchiefs, cortfeftion, hand- 
kerchiefs : to confe(Te,and be hang’d for his labour ,firft to be hang’J, 
and then to confcffe ; I tremble at it : Nature would not inueft hcr- 
felfe in fuch fhadowing palsion, without fome infttu&ion : It is not 
words that (hakes me thus, (pifh).nofcs,eare 5 ,andlippes i Is’tpofsi- 
b!e ? confefle ? handkerchtefc ? O detail* Faltes in a trance. 

fag. Worke on my medicine, Worke : thus credulous fooles are 
caught.and many worthy and chaft Dames.euen thus (all guiltleffe,) 
meet reproach : What homy Lord, my Lordlfay, Othello, how 
now Cafsio? Enter Cafsio. 

Caf. What’s the matter ? 

lag. My Lord is falne into an Epil pfy , 

This is his fecond fit,he'had one yefterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the temples. 
lag. No.forbcare, 

The Lethargie muft hauehis quiet courfe. 

If not,he foames at mouth, and by and by 
Breakcs out to fauage madntfle : looke,he ftirress 
Doe you withdraw year felfe a little while. 

He will rccouei ftraight ; when he is gone, 

1 would on great occafionfpcake with you. 

How is it Generalfhaue you not hurt your head? 

Oth. Doft choumccke ms/ Exit Caf. 

lag. Imockeyou? no by heauen. 

Won d you would beare your fortunes like a man. 

Oth. A horned man’s a monfter,and a beaft. 

l*l< 
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lag. There’s many a beaft then in a populous City, 
And many a ciuill monfter. 

Oth . Did he coofeffe ? 

Jar. Good fir be a man, 

Thinke euery bearded felloW,that’s but yoak’d. 

May draw with you,there’s millions now aliuc. 

That nightly lye in thofevnproper beds. 

Which they dare fweare peculiar s your cafe is be.cer 
O tis the fpite of hell, the fiends arch mocke. 

To lip a wanton in a fecure Couch, 

And to fuppofe her chafte : No, let me know. 

And knowing what I am, I know what Inc (ha.l be. 
Oth. O thou art wife, tis certaine. 
lag. Stand you a while apart. 

Confine your felfe but in a patient lift t 

Whilft you were here orewhelmed with your gricfe, 
(K pafilon moft vnfitting fuch a man,) 

Cafsio came hither,! Ihifted him away. 

And layed good feufe vpon your extafyt 
Bad him anon retire, and here fpeakc with me. 

The which he promis’d : But incaue your felfe. 

And marke the geeres,the gibes, and notable fcornes. 
That dwell in euery region of his face $ 

For I will make him tellthe talc anew, 
Where,how,howoft,howlong agoe,and when, 

He has, and is againe to cope yout wife : 

I fay , but marke his ieafture,tuary patience, 

Or I (hall fay ,y ou are all in all,infpleenc. 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Doft thou heare Iago, 

I will be found moft cunning in my patience ; 

But doeft thou heare, moft bloody. 
lag That’s not amiffc : 

But yetkeepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 

Now will I queftion Cafsio of 'Bianca ; 

A hufwife,that by felling her defires, 

Buyes her felfe bread and cloathes ; it is a creature, 
That dotes on Cafsio 5 as tis the ftruropets plague 

I 
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rle 3 vvhen he heares of her, cannot refraine 

^rom theexceflfc of laughter : here he comes * 

As he (hall fmile Othello (hall goe mad. 

And his vnbookifh iealoufte mud confter 

Poore Cafsto’i f mie$,geftures,and light benauiour, 

vijute in the wrong ; How doe vou now Lciutcnant ? 

The WOlfer t,iat y°u giuc tne the addition. 

Whofe wane euen kills me. 

Ia Z\ PJ y Dtfdemona well, and you are Cure on’t. 

Now,ifthis fnitc lay in 'Bianca’s power. 

How quickly (hould you (peed. 

Oaf Alas poore catiue. 

Oth. Looks how he laughes already* 

Ja £ • 1 nc aer knew a woman loue man fo. 

^] as P oore rogue J thinks indeed (lie Ioues me. 

Oth. Now hedenies it faintly ,and laughes it out. 

/a Z- Doe you heare Cafsio f 

Oth No whe importunes him to tell it on ; 

Goe to,wtd( faide. 

lag She giues it out that you (hall marry her. 

Doe you intend it? 

Caf. Ha, ha, ha. 

Oth Doe v ou triumph Raman, doe y©u triumph ? 

OaJ. I marry her? what? a Cuftomcr; 

7 P re rhee beare fome charity to my wit. 

Doe not thinke it fo vnwholefome : ha, ha, ha. 

Oth. So,fo,fo,fo,they laugh that wins. 

lag Why, the cry goe$,that you (hall marry her, 

C af, Prethce fay true. 
lag. i am a very viliaine elfe. 

Oth. Ha you fcoar’d me ? well, , j-r.; n' 

Ckf.This is the monkies own giuing out;.(he is peifwaded I will 
marry her,out of her own loue and flattery , not out of my promife. 
Oth. /ago beckons me,now he bigins the flory. 

Caf. She was heere euen now, (he haunts me in ruery place, I was 
tqthcr day talking on the fca banke with certaine Venetians .and thi- 
ther c»mcs this bauble, fills me thus about my neck. 

Oth 
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0/^,: Crying, Q dear e. Canvas it were : bisgeliui'e Imports it. 

‘ C«/T Sohangsi aridiolis,and ly^t'pes vpon me ^fo hales, auupti 
me,ha,ha,ha. 



yu wen, i rnui^ic we, net .company : svsrlimca. 

Before me,lodke where (fie comes, . ; 

Btan. Let the deuill and his dam haunt you i what did vou'roeane 

that you (hould hnd icin-.v our chamfer, and not Know who l e fc ic 
there: this isfo^nmxmoke ^ and I mufttakebutthe worke; 

WoSSn'tl tbC h ° bby h ° rfe 5 wrherefoeucr > ^%i[e.take out no 
Car. How now mv fweee Bianca . how how Ji&w n «w > 




lag. After her, after her. JWjW 
Caf. I muft (hte’l uile i’the fireet elfe. 
lag. Youfop there. 

.Caf.Y csyiritmm* 

n$yo^ €im *y chance tp fee ypu,fbt I woaldvery feine fpeafce 

Caf. Prethe come, will you? 

lag Goe to fay no more, v w* a rn*. ■ 

Oth. How fell I murder him lag, ? * Cam °* 

0<h. MR ? ■ 

fag- * ay .yen '••ns x V. I t.i* .vw 
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my hand s O the world has not a fweeter creature, foe might Ucbyan 
Emperours fide, and command’himtaskes. 

%f. Nay, that’s not your way. .. •: / 

Oth. Hang her, I doe not fay what {he is : So delicate With het 
needle, an admirable mufitian; O foe will fing the fauagcneffeoiit 
of a Beare ; of fohyeand plenteous wit and inuention. 

Jag. Shee’s.the worfe for all this. 

Oth. A thoufand thoufand times s and then of fo gentle tcoa. 
dition. 

lag. I,too gentle. . , , . 

Oth. Nay thats Certaine,but yet the pitty of it logo, oh the put) 
lag. If you be fo fond ouer her iniquity ,giue her patent to offend 
for if it touches not you, it comes neere no body . 

Oth . I will chop her into meffes,— cuckold me 1. 
lag. O,tisfoulciriher. 

Oth. With mine Officer. 

ofh. Get mefome poifon ?^«,this night He net expoftulate will 
her, left her body and beauty vnprouidc my mindeagen, this nigh: 

Doe it not with poifon, ftrangle her in her bed.euen thebed 

fhe hath contaminated. ' . , . , 

Oth. Good, good, the iuftice of it plcafes, very good. 

Ia And for Cafsio t let me be his vndertaker : y ou (hall beare m 
by midnight ATrumget. 

Enter Lodouico, Defdemona, «nd Attendants. 

Oth. Excellent good :, 

What Trumpet is that fame? ... 

lag. Some thing from Venice fure ; tis Lodoutcc 
Come from the Duke, and fee,your wife is with him. 

Lod. Saue you worthy Generali. 

Oth. With all my heart fir. 

Lod. The Duke and Senators of Venice greet you. 

Oth. I kiffe the inftrument of their pleafures. . 

Def. And What’s the newes good coufen Lodoutce .■ ; 

Jag. 1 am very glad to fee you Seignior s ~ ^ 

welcome to Cyprus., 
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Lod. I thanke you,how does Leiutenant Cafsio? 

wrrssg- my LorJ ’ 

An vnkind breach, but you {hall make all well. 

Oth . Are you fure of that? 

Def. My Lord. ... __ 

Oth. This faile you not to doe, as you will. 

Lod. He didnot call, hec’s bufie m the paper s 
Is there Diuifion ewbet my Lord and Cap to ? 

Def A moft vnhappy one,I would doe mucli 
To attone them, for the loue 1 beare to Cafsio . 

Oth. Fire and Brimftone- 
Def My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Def What,is he angry? 

Led. May be the letter mou'd him; 

For as I thinke,they doe command him home. 

Deputing Cafsio in his gduernement. 

Def. Truft me, I am glad on.t. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Iam glad to fee you mad. 

Def Howfwect Othello I 
Oth. DeuilJ, 

Def I hauc not deferu’d this. 

Lod. My Lord,this would not be beleeu'd in Venice. 
Tho I (hould fweare I faw’c : tis very much. 

Make her amends, ihe weepes. 

Oth. O Deuill,Dettill,. 

I f that the earth could teeme with womens teares^ 
Each drop (he falls, would proue a Crocadile : 

Out of ray fight. 

Def I will not ft ay to offend you. 

Lod. Truly an obedient Lady 
I doe befeech your Lordfliip, call her backe. 

Oth. Miftreffe. 

Def My Lord, 

Oth. What would you with her fir ?-] 

\ - - u 
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t he core of V eh ice, 

Lod. Who I my Lord? 

Oth . I, you r*id wifli that I would make her turne s 
Sir the can turne, and turne, andyet go© on. 

Anti turnc againe, and (he can wet pe fir, weepe $ 

I And {he’s obedient.as you fay Jobtditnt, 

■ Very obedient * proceed you in your teares, 
i Concerning this fir ; O well painted pafsiori J 
I I am commanded home : — get you away, 
lie fend for you anon : — Sir, I obey the mandat. 






riA 

M 



.\vi 

■a'i»v ah 
d'iO 

.thO 



i i i 



Y ou are welcome fir to Cypr*u,—~ goates and monkies, Exit* 

Lod. Is this the noble Mocrc,whom our full Senate 
CaU all in all fufftciem,; This the noble nature, 
f Whom paflfion could not Al ike ? Whofe folid vertue, 

1 The (hot of accident, nor dart Of chance 
Could neither graze nor peirce ? 
fag. He ismuch changed. 

Lod , Are his wits (afe ? is he not light of braihe ? 
lag. He's that he is, I may not breath my cenfure, 

W feat he might be, if what he might,he is not, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod. What.flrike his wife. 
lag. Faith that was not fo well ; yet would I knew 
That ilroakc would prope the worft. 

Lod. Is it hisvfe? 

Or did the letters worke vpon bis blood, ' 

And new create this fault? " 

lug- Aias.alas; 
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It is not horsefly in me 1^ r 

What f H his feene and knowne ? you fbal! dbferue 
And his owneconrfev will denote him fo, , 

1 hat j may fane my fpeeeh ; doe bur goe after hirri, 

And marke hew he continues. 

L od. I am f irry that I am deceiu’d in him; Exeunt. 

Enter Othello W Emiilia. t v • 
Oth. Y ou fcuue feene nothing then. . • ' 0 ' 
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Em. Nor euer heard, nor euer did fufpeft. 

Oth. Y cs,and you haue feene Cafsio and (he together. 
Em. But then I faw no harme, and then I heard 
Each finable that breath made vp betweene’em . 

Oth What, did thy neuer whifper ? 

Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

Oth. N or fend you out o’the way ? 

Em. Neuer. 

Oth To fetch her fan, her mask, her gloucs>nor nothing 
Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

Oth. That’s ftrange. 

Em. I durft my Lord, to wager (he is honeft. 

Lay downe my foule at flake : if you thinke other, 
Remoue your thought, it dothabufc your bofome. 

If any wretch ha put this in your head. 

Let heauen require it with the Serpents curfe. 

For if the be not honeft, chafte,and true. 

There’s no man happy, the pureft of their wiues, 

Is foule as (lander. Exit Emilia 

Oht Bid her come hither, goe, 

She fay es enough, yet (he’s a Ample bawde, 

That cannot fay as much: this is a fubrle whore 
A clofet, locks aud key,of villainous fecrets * 

Andyet Hitt i kneclc and ptay , I ha feene her do’c 

nrxtr 4 Lnter Defdemona and Emillia, 

DeJ. My Lord, what is your will ? 

.Oth. Pray chucke come hither. 

Def. What is your pleafure ? 

° th r ^5 mc L fce >’° ur e yes-looke in my face. 

De l- What horrible fancy ,s this ? 

Oth Some of your fun&ion Miftrifle 
Leajse precreants alone,anb (hut the dore 
Toffe, or cry hem, if any body come, * 

Your miftrry , y our millery ; nay difpatch. 

Dtf.V pon my knees.What does y 0U r fpeech imnn,^ 

I vnderflandafu yinyour words 'P^cniroport? 

£ur not the words. a 

Oth. Why, what art thou ? 
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Def. Your wife my Lord,your true and loyall wife* 

Oth. Comejfweare it, dam thy felfe. 

Left being likeoneof heauen, the deuills themfelues 
Should feare to ceafe thee, therefore be double dambd j 
Swearethou art honeft. 

Def. Heaaen doth truely know it. 

Oth. Heauen truely knowc$,that thou art falfc as hell. 

Def. To whom,my Lord, with whom ? how ana I falfc ? 

Oth. O Defdemona, away,away,away. 

Def. Alas the heauy day,why do you weepe ? 

Am I the occafion of thofe tearcs my Lord ? 

If haply you my father doe fufped, 

An inftrument of this your calling backe. 

Lay not your blame on me ; if you haue loft him. 

Why 1 haue loft him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heauen 
To try me with affli&ion.had he rain’d 
All kindes of fores, and (hames on my bare head. 

Steep’d me in pouerty,to the very lips, 

Giuen to captiuity ,me and my hopes, 

I ihould haue found in fome part of my foule 
A dropof patience; but alas, to make me 
A fixed figure,for the time of fcorne, 

To point his flow vnmouing finger at — oh.oh. 

Yet could I beare that too,well.very well. 

But there, where I haue garner’d rp my heart. 

Where either I muft liue,or beare no life. 

The fountaine from the which my currant runnes, 

Or elfe dryes vp,to be difearded thence, 

Or keepe it asacefterne,for foule Toades 
To knot and gender in: turne thy complexion there. 
Patience thy young androfe-lip’d Cherubin, 

I here looke grim as Hell. 

Def. I hope my noble Lord efteetres me honeft. 

Oth. O I,as fummers flies are in the ihambles, 

That quicken euen with blowing : 

O thou black weed, why art fo lonely faire ? 

Thou fmeU’ft fofweet,thatthe fence akes at thee. 
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Would thou hadil ne’re bin borne. 

Def. Alas, what ignorant finne haue I committed ? 

Oth. Was this faire paper, this moft goodly booke. 

Made to write whore vpon ?■ — What committed ? 

Committed : Oh thou publike Commoner > 

I ihould make very forges of my cbeekes. 

That would to cinders burne vp modeftie. 

Did I but fpeake thy deeds : what committed ? 

Heauen flops the nofeat ir,and the Moone winkes; 

The bawdy wind that kiffes all it meets. 

Is huiht within the hollow mine of earth. 

And will not hear’c : — what committed, — impudent (trumpet, 

Def. By heauen you doe me wrong. 

O th. Are not you a (trumpet ? 

Def. No, as I am a Chriflian : 

If to preferue this veflell for my Lord, 

From any other foule vnlawfull touch, 

Be not to be a (trumpet, I am none. 

Oth. Whac,nota whore? 

( Def, No, as I (hall be faued. 

; Oth. Ift poffible ? 

| Def. O heauen forgiuc vs. 

Hi Oth. I cry you mercy then, 

I tooke you for that cunning whore of Venice, v„ teY 

That married with Othello : You miftrifle, ' 

That haue the office oppofire to S . Peter , 

Andkeepes the gates in hell j yoo,you,I,you : 

We ha done ourcourfe ; there’s money for your Daines 
I pray you uirne the key, and keepe our counfell. P S* 
m - Alas,wrhar does this Gentleman conceiue* 

°^/7»rh"tfeTfl«pe Wd0 ' y0 “ m),; B00dla,i >’‘ 

% Wirt Sr-""" 1 ' 5 tfcc matt " wi ‘» t»"l? 

E D f 'r ^ hy - W i th T my f ord *Madam. 

Def. Who is thy Lord ? 

Em. He that is yours, fweet Lady. 

'f 1 ha none,doe not tal ke to me EmiSk, 
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I cannot weepe,nor anfwere haue I none, 

But what fliomd g ie by water : prethee to nighe 
Lay on my bed my wedd.ng {beets, remember, i 

A id call t*iy husband hither. < , 

Em. Herds a change indeed. Exit . 

Dcf Tis meet I (hould be vfde fo.very meet. 

How haue I bin behau d, that he m.gbc ftickc 
The fmali’ft opinion on mv leaft mifufe. Enter Iago 
lag. What is your pleafure Madam? *nd Emiltia. 

Ho .v i’ft with you? 

Dcf. I can not tell s thofe that doe teach young babes^ 

Doe it vyith gentle meanes,and c afie taskes ; 

He might ha chid me fo,for in good faith, 

I am a childe to chiding. 

lag . Whac is the matter Lady? 

Em. Alas [ago, my Lord hathfobewhor d her* 

Throwne fuch dcfpi'te,and heauy termes vpoa her c 
As rruc hearts can not beare. 

D<f Am I that name f go? 
lag What name faire Lad , ? 

Dcf. Such as (h. (ayes my Lord did fay I was, 

Em. He call’d her whore ; a begger in his drinke, 

Could not haue layed fuch tcarmes vpqn his Callct. 
lag Why did h fo? :) „ 

Dcf. I do not know,! am fare I am none fuch, 

Jag. Doc not wrcpe,doe not wetpe : alas the day, n 
Em. Has the forfoo'kefo many noble marches, 

Her Father, and hei Countrey , and her Friends, 

To b edd whore? would k not mike one weepe? 

‘D'f. It is my wretched fo» tune. -• , 

l»g. Befh ew him for it: how comes th&trieke vponhunr 
D f~ Nay, heauen doth know. r 

Em. ! willbc h ngdjifiomect: rnali vilUine, 

So nc bufie and iniiouating rogue, 

Someco^; g.c uf ningfl ue, o get fome office, 

Haue not ocurde this (lander, lie be hang’dtdfe, 

Jag Fie there is no fuch man it is impoftiWe, 

<&ef, l ( any are IWflfc, — £ 
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the aSAToore of Venice, 

Ettt. A halter parden hiffijand hell gnaw his boucs : ^ 

Why (hould he call her whore? who keeptsher company- 
Whar place what time, what forme, what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d bv (ome moft villanou* knauef 
Some bafe notorious knaue,fome (curuy fellow ; 

0 heaaen,that fuch cowp^uions thoudft vnffold. 

And put in euery honeft hand a whip, 

To lafhthe rafcall, naked through the world, 

Euen from the call to’ch weft. 

Jag. Speake within dores. 

£m. O fie vpon him ; fome fuch fquire he was, 

That tumd your wit,thefeamy fide without. 

And made -you to fufpe<ft me with the Moore. 
lag. You are a foole,goe to, 

Dcf O good Ego, 

What fliall 1 doe to win my Lord againe ? 

Good friend goe to him,for by this light of heauen, 

1 know not how i loft him. 

Here I ke«cle : 

If ere my will did trefpaffe ’gainft his lone. 

Either in difcourfe,or thought, or a&uall deed. 

Or that mine eyes, mine eares,or any fence. 

Delighted them, in any other forme ; 

Or that I doetfot y et,and euer did, 

At.d euer will (though he doe (hake me off" 

To beggerly riuorcement,) loue him detrely s 
Con fort forfwt are me; vnkindnefle may doe much. 

And his vnkindoefle may defeat my life, 

Bor neuer taint my loue,! can not fay whore. 

It dothabhorreme^ow I fpeake the word, 

To doe 'he a<ft,that might th’addition earne. 

Not rhe world ; maffe of vanity could make me. 

lag I pray you be content, tis but his humour. 

The bufineffe of the State does him offence 
And he dots chide with you, 

Dcf if t'were no other, 

/ Tis but fo,I warrant you ; 

Harke how thefe Inftruintntsfumroon youtofuppers 

K t 
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The mcate, great M-ffengers of Venice ftay j 

Go: in,and Wdepe not, ait thing* fhtll be well. Exit w.omt» t 

How now Roderigo ? Enter Roderigo. 

Rad . I doe not find? tb it thou dealft iuftly w ith me. 
lag. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Euer/ day thou doffcft me, with fomedeuife l ago ; and rather, 
as ic feemes to menow,kee’pft from meallcaniianieney, then fup. 
plieftme with the lead aduantage of hope : I will indeod no longer 
indure it, nor a n t yetperlwaded to pat vp in peace, what already I 
haue foolilhly fuffered. 

Jag. W ill y ou heare me R od erigo t 
Rod . Sir, l haue heard too rnpeh. 

For your words and perform ancc, 

Are no kin together. 

lag* You charge me moft vniuftly « 

- Rod. With nought but trueth : I haue waited my felfe eat of 
meancs ; the lewels you haue hid from me, to deliuer to ‘Defdtmm, 
would halfe hiue corrupted a Votarift : you haue told me (he has re- 
ceiu’dem,and return’d me expert at ion. and comforts.offuddainere- 
fpeeft and acquaintance, but I find none. 
lag. Well,goe to, very Well. 

Rod. Very well, goe to, lean not go to (man.) nor t’is not very 
well } .1 fay t’is very fcuruy,and begin to find my felfe fopt in it. 
Jag. Very well. 

Rod. I fay it is not very veil : I will make my felfe known to xty 
demona ; if (he will returne.me my Iewds, I will giueoaer my fuitc, 
and repent my vnlawfull follicication, if not, allure your felfe, Ik 
feeke fatisfa&ion ofyou. 

Jag. You haue faide now. . 

Rod. I, and faide nothing, but what I proteft entendment ot 

doing* ■ , • 

Jag Why now I fee there’s mettle in thee, and euen from tins 

inftant, doe build on thee a better opinion then euer before! 
giue me thy hande Roderigo ; Thou haft taken againft mce.a tno» 
iuft conception, but yet I proteft, I haue dealt moft dire&ty in 
thy affaire. 

Rod. It bath not appeared. , , 

jag. grant indeed it hath not appear’d, and yoar fufpitioo is * 
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without witte and lodgement: But Roderigo, if thou haft that within 
thee indeed, whifh I haue greater reafon to belceue now, then euer, I 
meane,purpofe, courage, and valour ; this night lhew it ; if thou the 
next night following enioyeft not Defdemona, take me from this 
world with treachery, and deuife engines for my life. 

Rod. Well, is it within reafon and compaffe ? 

Jag. Sir, there is efpeciall com million come from Venice, 

To depute Cafsio in Othello's Place. 

Rod. Is that true ? why then Othello and Defdemona 
Returne againe to Venice. 

Jag. O no, he goes into Mauritania, and takes away with him 
The faire !></d<»»fl»/*,vnkffe his abode be linger’d 
Here by fome accident, wherein none can be fo determinate, 

As the remouing of Cafsio. 

Rod. How doe you meane remouing of him? V 

lag. Why, by making him vncapable of Othello's place. 

Knocking out his braines. 

Rod. And that you would hatie me to doe. 
lag. I, and if you dare doe your felfe a profit and right ; he fups to 
night with a harlotry, and thither will I goe to him % —he knows not 
yet of his honourable fortune: ifyou will watch his going thence, 
whiCii I will falmon to fall out between twelue and one.you may take 

J®, 2 / M < u Ur P earurc : 1 be ncere to fecond your atterapr.and he 
(nil! fall betweene vs, come, ftand no: amaz’d at it, but goe along 
wjtn me, I wi 1 (hew youfuch a neccfsity in his death, th3t you fihaU 
b ‘»< ) ‘° P« it on him. It is aow high fa* ti ‘ 

and the night growes to waft: about ir. " s 

Rod. I will heare further reafon for this. 

Jag. And you (hall be fatisfied. Exeunt.. 

Othello, Defdemona, lodouico,Emillia, 
and Attendants . 



it jasiasa* 
it. tssssit&er*--*** 

Oth. W ill you vyalke fir ; -o Defdemona, 
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Def, My Lord, 

Oth. Get you to bed e’che inftant, I will be return'd, forthwith 
difparcb your Attendant there, — lookc it be done* Extant. 

Def, I will my Lord. 

Sm. How goes it now ? he looses gentler then he did. 

Def. He faies he will rcturne incontinent s 
He hath commanded me to goe robed, 

And bade roe todifmiffe you. 

Em. Difniffeme? 

Def. It was his b idding, therefore good Etnilli*, 

Giueme my nightly weanng.and adieu, 

V Ve rtuft not now difpleafe him. 

Sm. Would you had neuer feenehim. 

Def. So would not I, ray loue doth fo approue him, 

That euen his ftubborncncfle,his checks and trownes, 

(Prethce vnpin me) haue grace and fauour in them. 

Sm. I haue laicd tbofc (huts you bad me on the bed. 

De . All’s one,t,o< dfather; how foo ifharcour minds; 

If I doe die before thee,prethee fiirowd me 
In one of chof. fame Ihects. 

Em Come, co ne.you ralke. 

Def. My mother had a maid caPd Barbary, 

She was in loue.and he (h lou'd prou’d mad, 

A 1 ddid forlake her,flv; had a long of willow. 

An old thing t’was.but it exp t ft her fortune, 

And flic died finging it, that fong to night 
Will not goe from my mind; 

I haue much -o doe; 

But to soe hang my head all atone fide, and fing it like poore Bar- 
bary ; p ethe< diCpatch. 

Em Shall 1 go. fetch vour night-gotrne? 

<D.f N ,v p nmrh.ere. 

Tins Lodomco is * proper man. 

Sm , Avery 0 nd-f .me man. 

*Em. II ‘know a Ltd ; n Venice, would haue walk’d barefooted to 

Pttlefim,ioc a touch ed' his-nennerisp* 

Def- 
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Defdemona fmgs. 

The poore foule fatefigktng by aficatHOttr tret »■ 
fing aH a green Willow, 

He* hand, on her bofome. her head on her k#ee t 
finow How WtUoW, Willow j 

Thefi efit fireames ran by her t and murmur'd her moatiet, , 
fing W :lloW . WilloW, Willow, 

Her fait teares fill from her , which foftned the fi ones, 
fing Willow &c. (Lay by thefe.) 

WilloW , WtlloW. 

(Prcthee hie thee, h>’Ie cone anon.) 

Sing all ag-een willow mull be my garland. 

Let nobody blame him, hi* fcorne I approue : 

(Nay,that’i not next : harke,who’s chat knock??) 

Em T’isthe windc. 

Def I call’d my loue falfe , but what fiydbt t hen ? 
fing Wtl'oW Willow willow , 

If I court mo women, joule couch with mo men . 

So, get thee gon.good mgit ,umc eyes doe itch. 

Does that boade weeping ? 

Sm. Tisncit jer here nor there. 

Def. I haue heard it faide fo ; O thefe men, thefe men 2 
Boft hou in cmfciencethinke (tell me Emillia,) 

That there be women doe abufc theit husbands 
Infuchgroffe kioJes ? 

S m. There b fome fuch no queftion. 

D'f Would!! thou dot (uch a thing,for all the world? 

Sm. Why would nor you? 

D f. No by this hcauen light. 

Sm. Nor f neither, by this ncauenly li ,hc, 

I mi.;hr as well doc it i.i the d t*ke. 

Def Would! thottd icf.c • a ?eed, far#! the world? 

Lm.. I he world is a huge thingjit is a g’ eat price. 

For aftnall vice. 

Def Jn cro h * thirrke tho.j wou’dft nor. 

in.tjotu j Gftivike.I ihould, andvudo’c when I had done ?i 



i lilt] 
i IlH 
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tnary 1 would not doe fuch a thing for aioynt-ring, or for meafurcj 
of Lawne.nor for Gowncs, Petticotes,or Caps, nor any petty exhi« 
bicion ; but for the whole world : why who would not make her hus- 
band a Cuckold to make him a Monarch ? I ftiould venture purgat*. 
ty for ir. 

Def. Beflirew me, if I would doe fuch wrong 
For the whole world. 

Em. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’th world; and hauingthe 
world for your labour, tisawrong in your owne world, and you 
might quickly make it right, 

Def, I doe not thinke there is any fuch woman. 

Em. Yes, a dozen, and as many to the vantage, as would fkore the 
World they played for. 

Bat I doe thinke it is their husbands faults. 

If wines doe fall : (fay that they flack their duties. 

And poure our treafures into forreigne laps, 

Or clfe breake out in pecuilh iealoufies. 

Throwing reftraint vponvs.; or fay they ftrike vs. 

Or fcant our former hauing in defpight,) 

Why we haue galles, and though we haue fome grace, 

Y et haue we fome reuenge : Let husbands know 
Their wiues haue fence like them ; they fee, and fmell, 

And haue their pallats both for fweet and fowre. 

As husban Js haue : what is it that they doe. 

When they change vs for others ? is it fport ? 

.1 thinke it is ; and doth affeftion breed it ? 

I thinke it doth ; is’t frailty that thus erres? 

It is fo too ; and haue not vve afft&ions ? 

Defires for fport ? and frailtie as men haue? 

Then let em vfe vs we!I,elfe let em know, 

The ills we doe, their ills inftrud vs fo. 

DtJ. Good night, good night,heauen me fuch vfes fend, 
Nottopickbadfrombad.butby bad mend. Exeunt. 

A Slits 5 . Scam 1 . 

Enter lagodw^Roderigo. 

TTHre (land behind this bulke,ftrait willhecome, 

Xa We are thy good Rapier bare,and put it heme. 



QuickC 
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Quicke,quicke,feare nothing, lie beat thy elbow ; 

It makes vs,or it marres vs, thinke of that, 

Aud fixe more firme thy refolution. 

Rod. Be neere at hand, I may mifearry in*c.’ 
fug Here at thy hand.be bold, and take thy ftand* 

R od. I haue no great deuotion to the deed ; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafcns ; 

Tis but a man gon ; forth my fword, he dies. 

lag. I haue rubd this young Quat almoft to the fenfe. 
And he growes angry .now, whether he kill C fifth. 

Or £afsio him, or each doe kill the other, 

Euery way makes my game ; Hue Roderigo, 

He calls me to a reftitution large. 

For Gold and Iewelis that I bobd from him 
As gifts to Defdemona : 

It mull not be, if Cafeio doc retnaine 
He has a daily beauty in his life, * 

That makes me vgly s and befides,the Moore 

May vnfould me to him ; there ftand r in much perrili * 

ho,hemuft diejbe’tfo,! heare himcommitig. 

Enter CiCsio. 

no T § at f’ t . ,s he $ villainethou dieft; 

Caf. That thruft had bin my enemy indeed 
But that my coate is better then thou know’ft * 

I will make proofe of thine. 

Rod. 0,1 am fiaine. 



Caf. i am rnaimd for euer,light ho,murder ’ 
r>.u . Emtr 0t hello. 

*°i O vZ“efh«f a t %skeel,CS “* WOtA 

Oth. Harke,tiseuenfo. 

Caf OheIpeho,light,aSurgeon. 

Th-,. 1 'n r S f ie ’^ ^raue ^°>honeft and iuft 

L 
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Enter Lodouico and Gratiano. 

Gaf. What ho,no watch, no paffage, murder, murder. 

Gra. Tisfome mifchance,the cry is very, dirt full. 

Caf. O help?. ^ok. Harke. 

Rod. O wretched villaine, 

Lod. Two or three grones,it is a heauy night? 

Thefe may be counterfeits, let’s think’t vnfate 
To come'into the cry without more helpe. 

Rod. Nobody come, then (hall l bleed to death. 

Enter Ugomth alight. 

Lod. Harke. ; 

Gra. Here’s one comes in his fhirt.with tights ana weapons, 
Jag. Who’s there ? whofe node is this that cries on murder ?■ 
Lod. I doe not know* 

Jag- Didnotyouheareacr)? 

Caf. Hcre,here,for heauci.s fake helpe me. 

“fag. Whats the matter? 

Gra. This is Othelios Antient.as I take it. 

Lod. The lame indeed,a very valiant fcliow. 
lag. What are you here that cry fo grieuoufly ? 

Caf. Ligo, O I am fpoil’d.vndcne by villa ines, 

Giue me fome helpe. 

jag. O me,Luutenanr.,*hat yillaines haue don thisiV 
Caf 1 thinke the.one of them- is here about, 

And cannot make away.. 

Jag. O treacherous villaiftcs : 

What are you there ? come in and giue fome helpe. 

Ronl. O, helpe me here. 

Caf That’s one of ctri. . 

Jag. O murderous fiaue.O villaine. T hrufis hm»n. 

Rod. O dambd lago,0 inhumainedogj,— 0 , 0 . 0 . 
jag. Kill men i’the darke ? where be thofe bloody theeues f 
How filent is this Towns ?' Ho. murder, murder : 

What may y ou be ? arc y ou of good or euill ? 

Led. As you (ball prooue. vs,praife vs. 
lag. Seignior Lodouico . 

Lod. Hefir. . 

Jag. I cry you mercy ; here’s Cafsio hurt by villaines* 
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Gra* Cafsio. 
lag. How is it brother ? 

Caf My leg is cut in two. 
m fag. Mary heauen forbid: 

Light <3cntlemen,lle bind it with my lhirt. 

Enter Bianca* 

■ 'Bia. What is the matter ho, who i’ft that cried ? 
lag. Who i’ft that cried? 

'Bui. O my deare Cafsio ,0 my fweet Cafsio, Cajsit, CaJste. 
lag. O notable ftrumpec : Cafsio, may you fufped 

Who they fliould be that thus haue mangled you ? 

Caf No. 

Gra. 1 am forry to find you thus, I haue bin to feeke you. 
lag. Lend me a garter, fo ; —oh for a chaire to bearc him caulf 
hence. . 

Tia. Alas he faints ; O C*fsio,C*fsi°,C a f s * 0 ‘ 

lag. Gentlemen all,I doe fufpeft thisTrafh 
To beare a part in this iniurie ; patience a while good Cafsi«% 

Come, come, lend me a light : 

Know wee this face,or no ? 

Alas my friend.and my deare countrey man : 

Roderigo ? no, yes fare j yes,tis Rederigo. 

Gra. What, of Venice ? 

lag. Euenhc fir,did you know him? 

Gra. Know him? I. 

Ia. Seignior Gratiano, I cry you gentle pardon: 

Thefe bloody accidents muft excufe my manners: 

That fo negk-ded you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

lag. How dee you Cafsio ? O, a chaire, a chairc. 

Gra. Roderigo ? 

lag. He,tis he : O that’s well faid, a chaire ; 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 
lie fetch the Gencralls Surgeon s for you miftriffe, 

Saue you your labour,he that lies flaine btxcfjCafsk,) 

Was my deare friend ; what malice Was betwixt y ou ? 

Caf None in the world, nor doe 1 know the man. 

Ia g* W hat,looke you pale ? O bears him out aire* 

La : " fifaS 
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Stay yoa good Gentlewoman, looke you pale miftrifle ? 
Doeyou perceiue the ieaftures ofher eye ? 

Nay,an you ftirre.we fliali hsue more anon : 

Behold her well 1 pray you,lookc vpon her, 

Poe you fee Gentlemen ? nay gmltinefie 
I W ill fpeake, though tongues were out of vfe. Enter Eroi. 
Em. 'Las what’s the marter ? what’s the matter husband? 
lag . Cafsio has here bin fet on in the darke. 

By Roderigo, and fell owes that ate fcap’t, 

Hee’s almoft (laine,and Rodertgo dead. 

Em. Alas good gentleman, alas good Cafsio. 
lag. This is the fruite of whoring ; prithee Emillia f • 

Goe know of Cafsio where he (upt to night ■: 

What, doe y ou (hake at that ? 

Hia. He fupt at my houfe,but I therefore (hake not, 
lag. O did he fo,I charge you goe with me, 

Em. Fie vpon thee (trumpet. 

’Bia. l am no (trumpet, but of life ashoneft. 

As you, that thus abufe me, 

Em. As J $ now fie vpon thee. 
lag. Kind Gentlemen,let’s goe fee poore Cafsio dreft j 
Come miftre(Te,you muft tell s another tale. 

Emillia, runne you to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt j 
Will you goe on ? I pray : This is the night, 

That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. 

• • Exeunt. 

Enter Othello with a lighted Defdemonaw her bed. 
Oth. It is the caufe,it is the caufe.my foule. 

Let me not name it to you, you chafte ftarreS : 

1 1 is the caufe,y et I ie not (bed her blood, 

Nor fcarre that whiter skin of hers then fnow. 

And fmooth a< monumentall alablafter i 
Yet (lie muft dye,elfcfhee’.i betray more men. 

Put out the light.and then put out the light : 

If I quench thee, thoii flaming criinifter, 

I can againe thy former light ceftore, 

Should I repent me ; but once put out thine. 
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Thou cimningft patterne of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promethian heate. 

That can thy light relumine : when I haue oluckt the rofe. 
I cannotgiue it vital! growth againe. 

It muft needs wither ; He ftnell it on the tree ; 

• A balmy breath, that doth aimoft perfwade 
Iuftice her felfe to breakeher fword : one more j 
B e thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 

And loue thee after : one more,and this the laft : 

So fweet was ne’re fo fatall : I muft weepe. 

But they are cruell tearcs .* this forrow’s heaucnly, 

It ftrikes where it does loue : ihe wakes. 

Dcf. Who’s there? Othello? , ; 

Oth, I, Defdcmona. '• 

2 ~>ef. Will you come to bed my Lord? 

Oth. Haue you prayed to night yDtfdemona? 

'Dtf. I my Lord. 

Oth. If you bethinke your felfe of any crime, 

V nreconcil’d as y et to heauen and grace, 

Solicite for it ftraite. 

Def. Alas my Lord, what doe you meane by that ? 

Oth. Well,doe it, and be briefe,I will walke by 
I would not kill thy vnprepared fpirit, , ■ 

No, heauen fore- fend, I would not kill tby foule. 

E>tf. Talke you of killing? 

Oth. 1,1 doe. 

Def Then heauen haue mercy on me. 

Oth. Amen,withall my heart. 

Jf you fay fo, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth. Hum. 

%A ,P e ^ Andyec 1 feare you, for y’are fatall then 
y hcn y°™ eyes roule fo: why I (hould feare,I know not 
Since gudcindle I know not,but yet I * 

Thmke on thy finnes. 

- e f. They are loues I beare to you. 

r!r TL d for that thou d,eft ' 

1*3 
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Some bloody pafllon (bakes your very frame, 

Thefe are portents : but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Oth. peace,and be ft ill. 

Def. I will fo, what’s the mat ter ? 

Otb. That handkerehiefe which I fo lou’d^and gaue tl 
Thou gaueft to Cafto. 

Def. No,by my life and foule, 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Oth. Sweet foule take heed, take heed of penury. 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. IjbutnotyettQdieo ; . " • 

Oth. Yes,prefently J 
Therefore confeffe thee freely of thy finne. 

For to deny each article with oath 

Cannot rcmoue,norchoake the ftrong conception 

That I doe groane withall : thou art to die. 

Dtf. Then Lord haue mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay amen. 

Def. And haue you mercy too ; • ■ ■■. 

I neuer did offend you in my life, — ncuer lou d Cajsw, 
But with fuch gcoerall warranty ofheauen. 

As I might louet I neuer gaue him token. ... 

Oth. By heauen I faw my handkerehiefe in his nano 

0 periur’d woman, thou doft ftone my heart, 

And makft me call, what I intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a facrifiee 5 

1 faw the handkerehiefe. 

Def. He found it then, 

I neuer gaue it him,fend for him hither, 

Let him confeffe a truth. 

Oth. He has confeft. , 



Def. What, my Lord ? 

Oth. That he hath — vfdethee. 
Def. How,vnlawfuliy ? . ' 
Otb. I. 

Def. He will hot fay To.. 

Oth. No, his mouth is ftop ? d. 





lr •- > • 
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Oth. had all his-baires bin hues, 

Mv great reuenge had ftomacke forem a . 

r 7 auc heisbetraidjand I vnuotie^ 

, %£ <*»«»*»*?* ' 

Def O bannifli me my Lord,but kill me not. 

Oth. DAwne (trumpet. . .. 

Def. Kill me to morrow, let me hue to iu 0 nt. 

Oth. Nay, an you ftriue. 

Def But halfe an houce. 

Oth. Being don, there is no paule* 

Def. But while I fay one prayer. hefitflethen 

Oth . Tisto late. Emillia cedes Whin. 

Sm. My Lord,my Lord, what hoe, my Lord,my Lord. 

Oth. w hat voyce is this? not dead? not yet quite acadf 
I that am cruell,am yet mercifull, 

I would not haue thee linger in thy paine; — -lo,io. 

Em. What ho,my Lord,my Lord. >• 

Oth. Who’s there? 

Em. O good my Lord,I*de fpeake a word with you. 

Oth. Ycs.tis Emtllta,by and by : (hee’idead: . 

Tis like fhecomes.to fpeake of death; 

The noy fe was heere ; lia.no morc mouing, 

Sullas the graue : (hallftie come in ? wei'c good? 

I thinke (he ilirres againe ; no,what’s the beft ? 

If (he come in,lhe’ie lure fpeake to my wife. 

My wife, my wifc,what wife ? I ha no wife : 

O infupportable ; O heauy houre, . 

Me thinks it fhould be now.a’huge Ecjclips 
Of Sun and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawne at alteration. 

Em. I do befetch you Tmay fpeake with you, — O good my Lord. 
Oth. I had forgotten thee s come in Emillia : 

Sofc,by and by s let me the curtaines draw. Enter Emillia. 

Where art thou ? whats the matter with thee no W ? 

Em. O my good Loid,y onder’s foule murders done. 

Oth. What? now? 

5 ' €m 
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£t». But now my Lord. 

Oth* It is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more neerc the earth then (he was wont, | 
And makes men mad. 

Em. Cafsio my Lord has kil'd a young Venetian , 
Card Roderigo. 

Oth , Roderigo kild,and Cafsio kild? 

Em. No, Cafsio is not kild, 

Oth. Not Cafsio kild ? theu murder’s out of tune, 
Andfweetreuengegrowes har(h. 

Def. O falfly,fal(ly murdered. 

Em. Ahlas,what cry is that ? 

Oth . That, what? 

Em. Out and alas,ic was my Ladies voyce, 
Hdpe,helpe,ho helps, O Lady fpeake againe. 

Sweet ‘Defdcmona, O fweet midreffe fpeake. 

Def A guiltlefle death I die. 

Em. O who has dotiethis deed ? 

Def Nobody, I ray felfe, farewells 
Commend me to my kinde Lord,© farewell, jhe diet , 

Oth. Why how (houldfhe be murdered ? 

Em. Alas, who knowes ? 

Oth . You heard her fay, her felfe,ic was not I. 

Em. She fay d fo,I muft needs report a truth. 

Oth. She’s like alyer gone to burning hell, 
T’waslthatkildhcrl ’ 'v ' - ' ; - 

Em. 0,the more Angell (he. 

And you the blacker deuill. 

O th . She turn’d to folly, and (he was a whore. 

Em Thou doeft bely her and thou art a deuill. 

Oth. She was falfe as Water. 

£m. Thou art ra(h as fire. 

To fay that (he was falfe : O (he was heaucnly true. 

Oth. Cafio did top her, aske thy husband elfc, 

O I were damiv’d beneath all depth in hell, 

Buc that I did proceed vpon iuft grounds 
To this extremity ,thyhusband knew it all. 

Em. My husband : 
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Oth. Thy husband. 

Em. That (he was falfe to wedlocke ? 

Oth. I, with Cafsio ; nay, had (he bin true. 

If heauen would make me fuch another world. 

Of one intire and perfed Crifolite, 

I'de not haue fold her for it. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. I, twas he that told me firft j 
An honeft man he island hates the flime 
That dickes on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband? 

O th . What needs this iteration? woman,! fay thy husband. 

Em. Oh Miftrcs,villany hath made naockes with loue : 

My husband fay that (he was falfe ? 

Oth. He woman,I fay thy husband ; doll rnderftand the word? 
My friend, thy husband, honed,honed Iago. 

Em. If he fay fo,may his pernitious foule 
Rot halfe a graine a day ; he lies to’ch heart. 

She was too fond of her mod filthy bargaine. 

Oth . Ha? 

Sm. Doc thy word j 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heauen. 

Then thou wad worthy her. 

Oth. Peace,you were bed. 

Em. Thou had not halfe the power to doe me harme 
As I haue to be hurt : O gull,0 dolt. 

As ignorant as durt 5 thou had done a deed — 

1 care not for thy fword,Ile make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty liues : helpe,helpe,0 hclpe j 
The Moore has kild my Midrelfc, murder, murder. 

Enter Montano, Gragantio,Iago,W others. 

Mon. What i* the matter ? how now Generali ? 

Em 0,are y oa come Iago ? you haue done well, 

Imt men mud lay their murder on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter? 

Sm. Difptoouethis villaine, if thou bee’d a man 5 
ff e (ayes thou coldd him that hisWife was falfe 5 

M 7 
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* know thou dift not.thou arc not fucha villainc : 
Speake,for my heart is full. 

lag. I told him what I thought,and toldnomore, 

Th?n what hef >undbimfe!fe was apt and true. 

Em. But did you tuer tell him. (he was falfe ? 

Jag. I did. 

Em. You told a li.^an odious dainr.ed lie; 

V pon my foule a lie, a wicked lie : 

She falfe with Cafsio j did you fay with Cafsio ? 

lag. With Cafsio miftrefle ; go to charme your tongue. 
£m. I will not charme my tongue, I am bound to fpeake ; 
My Miftrdfc here lies murdeted inher bed. 

AH. Oh heauens forefend. 

Em. And your reports haue fet the murderer on. 

Otb. Nay.ftarenot mafters,it is true indeed. 

(fra. Tisa ttrange truth. 

Mitt. O monftr ousaft ! 

Em. Villany,viUany,vil!any; 

I thinke vpon’r, I thinks, l fmell a villany ; 

I choughc fothm ; lie kill my felfcfor griefe, 

0 villany,villany. 

Jag. What are you mid M charge you get you home. 
Em. Good Gentlemen let me haue leaue to fpeake ; 

Tis proper I obey him,but not now : . 

Perhaps lagoy l Will ne're goe home. 

Otb. Oh, oh, oh. Qxh. falls oh tbtbtd. 

8m.. Nay, lay thee downe,and roare. 

For thou haft kild chefwectcft innocent. 

That ere did lift vp eye. 

Otb. O ftie was foule : 

1 fcarcedid know you V ncle, there lies your Niece, 

Whofe breath indecd,thc(e hands haue newly ftopt;. 

I know this ad fhewea terrible and grim. 

G r. Vootc‘Z>efdemona,l am g adchy father’s dead. 

Thy match was raoi tail to h»m,and pure griefe 
Shore his old thread iivtwawe ; did he liue now. 

This fight wouldmake him, dpe a defperace turne,, 

Yca.curfe his better AngcU from his fide, 
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And fall to reprobation. 

Otb. Tis pictifull,butyet lag* knowes. 

That fhe with Cafsio, had the ad offliamc 
A thoufand times committed; Cafsio confcft it ; 

And fiie did gratifie his amorous workes. 

With that recognifance and pledge ofloue. 

Which I firft gaue her ; I faw it in his hand | 

It was a handkerchiefe, an antique token 
My Father gaue my Mother. 

Em. O beam n.O beauenly powers. 

Jag. Come, hold your peace. 

Em. Twill out.twill out: I hold my peace fir,no s 
lie be in lpeakiog,liberal! as the north ; 

Let heauen,and men, and deuils,lec cm all, 

Alkali cry fliame againft me, yet He fpeake. 
fag. Be wife,and get you home. 

Em. I wiilnor. 

Ora. Fie,your fword rpon a woman? 

8m. O thou doll Moore, that handkerchiefe thou fpeakft on, 
I found by fortune,and did giue my husband ; 

For often with a folemne earneftntfie, 

(More then indeed belong’d to fueh a trifle,) 

He beg p d of me ro fteale it. 

Jag. Villainous whore. 

im. She gaue k Cafih} no, alas I found if. 

And l did giu’c my husband. 

Jag. Filth, thjuiieft. 

€m.Jy heauen i d oe netj doe not Gentlemen, 

O murderous Coxcombc ! what flioald fuch a foofe 
Doe with fo £>aod at woaten ? 

Otb A Su Mm l rms * H°> Ho kUt his Wife. 

Are there no floors in hekuen, 

Ora* The U |l 6 ? ferrutious villaine. 

Ern W, U 1 hliS> Cm€ he h4s his Wife, 

‘ :»‘ iU H »» by my rsiftrtiTF fid#. r 
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Come, guard the doore without,lct him not paflc. 

But kill him rather ; lie after that fame villaioe, . 

For tis a damned flaue. Exit Mont. and Gratiano. 

Otb. I am not valiant neither, 

But euery puny whipfter gets my fword: 

But why fliould honour out-liuc honefty ? 

Letitgoeadl. 

£m. What did thy fong bode Lady ? 

Harke,canft thou heare me ? I will play the Swan, 

And die in tnuficke ; VeiUow, VeMow, widow . 

Moore, (he waschaft.fhe lou’dthee cruell Moore, 

So come my foule toblifle.as I fpeake true ; 

So (peaking as I thinke,l die, I die. _ fie dies. 

Otb. 1 haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a (word of Spaine , the I febrookes temper : 

0 here it is ; Vncle,I muft come forth. Gra. Vrithits. 
Gra. If thou attempt it,it will coft thee deere. 

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fuffer. 

Otb. Looke in vpon me then,and fpeake to me. 

Or naked as I am»I will afl'ault thee. 

Gra. What is the matter? 

Otb. Behold, I haue a weapon, 

A better neuer did it felfe fuftaine 

Vpon a Soldiers thigh : l haue feene the day, 

That with this little arme,and this good fword, 

1 haue made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your ftop ; but O vaine boaft. 

Who can controule his fate ? tis not fo now. _ 

Be not a ffraid, though you doe fee me weapon’d j 
Here is my iournies end, here is my butte. 

The very Sea-mar ke of my vemoft faile. 

Doe you goe backe difmaid ? tis a loft feare, 

Man but a rufti againft Othello's breaft, 

And he retires. Where ftiould Othello goc ? 

How doft thou looke now ? O ill ftat’J wench. 

Pale as thy fmocke j when we (hall meet at compf. 

This looke of thine will hurle my foule from heauen,. 
And heads will fnatch at it : cold 3 cold,my girlc, 





the oov e of V enice. 

curfed (laac : 

From the pofleflion ot this neauenly fight, 
Blowme about in winds, roaft meinfulphure. 



Enter Lodouico,Montano,<»»^ officer s t 
Caflio in a chair e 

Lod. Where is this rafli and moft inforcunate man ? 

Otb, That’s he that was Othello, here I am. 

Lod. Where is that V iper ? bring the villains forth, 

Otb. I looke downc towards his feet, but that’s a fable. 
If that thou beeft a deuill I cannot kill thee, 

Lod. Wrench his fword from him. 

lag. I bleed fir,but not kil’d. 

Otb . I am not ferry neither, I’de haue thee Hue, 

For in my fenfc tis happinefle to dye. 

Lod. O thou Othello, that wert once (b good, 

Falne in the pra&ife of a damned flaue. 

What fhould be faid to thee ? 

Otb. Why .any thing. 

An honourable murderer if you will ; 

For nought did I in hate,but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confcft his villainy s 
Did you and he confent in Cafsio's death ? 

Otb. I. 

Ca. DeareGeneralljIdidneuer-giueyoucaufe. 

Otb. I doe beleeue it, and I aske you pardon j 
Will you I pray,demaund that demy deuill. 

Why be hath thus infnar’d my foule and body ? 

lag. Demand me nothing what you know you know j 
From this time forth I neuer will fpeake word. 

Lod. Whar,nottopray ? 

Gra. Torments will opc your lips, 

Otb. Well,thou doeit beft. 

Lod. Sir,you{hall vnderftand what hath be falne, 
Whicb,as I think youknow not : here is a letter. 



Foan# 





■MMMMhi 



• The ! Tragedy of Othello 



Found in the pocket of rhe flaine Rodtrige j 
And here another j the one of them imports 
The death of Cafsto, to be vndertooke by Roderho* 

Oth. O villaine. 

Oof . > Moft beatheni(li,and moft grofle. 

Led. Nowhere* another difeontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too, and this it feemes, 

Rodtrigo meant to hiue fenc this damned villaine, 

But that belike , Ltgo in the interim 
Came in, and fatistied him. 

Oth. O the pernitious catidfe * 

How came you C*fsio by a handkerchiefs 
That was my wifes ? 

C*f. I found it in my chamber ; 

And he himfelfe confeft it but euen now, 

Thar there he dropt it,for a fpeciall purpofe, 

Which wrought to his defire. 

Oth. O foolejfoole.foolc. 

Caf There is befides in Rederigaes letter, 

How he obraidcs lago , that he made him 
Braue me vponthe watch whereon it came, 

That I was caft ; and euen but now he fpake. 

After long feeming dead, Ugo hurt him, 

JagoCc t him on. 

Lod. You muftforfske this roome, and goc withvs, 
Y our power and your command is taken off, 

* And Cafsia rules in Cjprtu : For this flaue, 
j •/ 3 f there be any cunning cruelty. 

That can torment him much, and hold him long. 

It {ball be his : You flialladofe prifoner reft, 

Till that the nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Venetian State ; come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you, a word or two before you goe 5 
I haue done the State fome fcruice,and they know’t 1 
J4o more of that : I pray you in your letter?. 

When you (hall thefc vnlucky deeds relate, 

Speake of me as J m ; nothing extenuate, 

F4or fee downe ought in malice j then you malt (peane, 



the Moore of Venice. 
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0 f one that lou*d not wifely , but too well * 

Of one not eafily icalous.but being wrought,, 

Perplext in the extreame : of one whole hand. 

Like thebafe Indian, threw a peartc away. 

Richer chenallhis Tribe : of one whofe iubdued eyes. 
Albeit vnufed to the melting moode. 

Drop teares,as faft as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinall gum : Set you downe this ; 

And fay befides, that in Aleppo once. 

Where a Malignant and a Turband T urke , 

Beate a Venetian, 3 nd traduc’d the State j 

1 tookc bi’th throate the circumcifed dog, 

And fmote him thus. > He flubs himfelfe* 

Lod. O bloody period, 

Gra. All that’s fpoke is mard. 

Oth. I kid thee ere I kild thee, no way but this» 
Killing my fe!fe,to dye vpon a kiffe. Hedies'. 

Caf. This did I fcare,but thought he had no weapon, 
For be was great of heart. 

Lod. O Spartane dog. 

More fell then anguifli, hunger, or the Sea. 

Looke on the cragicke lodging of this bed. 

This is thy worke ; the obied poifons fight. 

Let it be hid : Gratiane, keepe the houfe. 

And ceaze vpon the fortunes of the Moore, 

For they fucceed to you : To you Lord Gouernoar,’ 
Remaines the cenfure of this hellilb villaine. 

The ti ne,the place,the torture ; O enforce it. 

My felfe will (trait aboard, and 00 the State, 

This heauy ad with heauy heart relate. 

Exeunt ernes* 

_ EI^IS. 
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